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NOTE 
^J^HE compiler wishes to express his obligations to the 
following publishers^ who have most generously 
allowed selections to be made from the authors on their 
lists: Messrs* D, Appleton Sf Co,; The BowenrMerrill 
Company; George H, Ellis; C. P. Farrell; Houghton^ 
Mifflin Sf Co,; P. J, Kennedy; Lee Sf Shepard; The Mac- 
miUan Company; George P. Putnam's Sons; Roberts 
Brothers; Charles Scrxbner's Sons; Frederick A, Stokes 
Company f and Stone Sf Kimball, 

Thanks are especially due to the following authors, 
who have with uniform courtesy personally given permis- 
sion for this use of their writings: Messrs, Thomas 
Bailey Aldrichy John Vance Cheney, William Dean 
HowellSf WiUiam James, George Klingle, Josiah Royce, 
Goldwin Smith, and Richard Henry Stoddard; also to 
Horace L. Traubel, who has allowed three selections to 
be made from the works of the late Walt Whitman, and 
to Mrs, Helen M, Reeve Aldrich for permitting the 
reprinting of a poem by her gifted daughter, the late Anne 
Reeve Aldrich. 



FOBEWOBD 

THIS little book maket no aim to fUl a gap in 
Literature ; but it la belioTod that no attempt 
has prerionslj been made to ooUect under one eover 
snoh candid expreaaiona of a Soul's aeareh for Trath, 
ranging from the darkneea of hopeleas Doubt to that 
radiance that fUls the heart in tublimeit Tnuert. It ii 
ooncededy by most people, that the honest and sincere 
expression of opinion — ^whether one holds with it or 
not — ^is entitled to a respeotfnl hearing. Many voices 
hare spoken in no uncertain tones, and manj weary 
Seekers along Life's dusty way hare been cheered by 
the faintly echoed hope voiced by another Seeker a 
little in advance. The collector's one earnest desire 
has been to give to a larger audience certain of these 
dear, strong words that have been hitherto sounded 
for the few only, owing to the manner in which they 
were published, or remained unpublished. And he 
trusts that, even in this brief volume, the casual reader 
will perhaps find some new thought, or some new 
expression of an older hope, that may revive his sink- 
ing courage, or give him a moment of cheer. 



Foreword 

As nearly as was practical a regular sequence has 
been maintained along the line of thought the book 
intends to express, and in every instance the author's 
own words are scrupulously given, and the thought 
entire ; wherever extracts have been made, the utmost 
care has been taken that abridgment in no way observes 
the author's exact meaning, and there is no attempt 
made to edit these selections-— they explain themselves 
and require no interpreter. There has been but little 
culled along the beaten paths, but there are certain 
fovorites that will be looked for in such a collection, 
and can scarcely be omitted. Many most suitable 
selections were reluctantly laid aside from lack of 
space in the limits set for the work. 

But the intrinsic value of the music is the thing 
which must hold the audience ; without it the most 
elaborately printed program would not avail ; so shall 
we allow the voices to speak, each after its own man- 
ner and degree ? 

V. S. 

New York, July 19, 1897 
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Questionings 



Truth never can be confirmed enough^ 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Shakspere 

MORTALITY 

I said in my heart it is because of the sons of men, that 
God may prove them, and that they may see that they 
themselves are beasts. For that which befalleth the sons 
of vMn befalledi beasts ; even one thing befalleth them. 
As the one dieth, so dieth the other; yea, ihey have all one 
breath ; and man hath no pre-eminence above the beasts : 
for all is vanity. AU go unto one place ; aU are of the 
dust, and all turn to dust again. Who knowelh the spirit 
oftnan whether it goeth upward, and the spirit of the beast 
whether it goeth downward to the earth f Wherefore I 
saw that there is nothing better, than that a man should 
rejoice in his own works; for that is his portion : for who 
shall bring him back to see what shall be after him f 

ECCLKSIASTES 



THE HINDU SCEPTIC 

1 THINK tiU I weary with thinking 
(Said the sad-eyed Hindu King), 
And I see but shadows around me, 
nioflion in every thing. 

How knowest then aught of God, 
Of his favor, or of his wrath ? 

Can the little fish tell what the lion thinks, 
Or map out the eagle's path ? 

Can the finite the Infinite seareh ? 

Did the blind discover the stars ? 
Is the thought I tlunk a thought. 

Or a throb of my brain in its bars ? 

For aught my eye oan disoem. 
Your €rod is what yon think good, — 

Yourself flashed baok from the glass 
When the light pours on it in flood. 

You preach to me to be just. 
And this is his realm, you say. 

And the good are dying of hunger. 
While the bad gorge every day. 



An Agnostic's Apology 

You say that he loveth mercy, 

And the famine is not yet gone ; 
That he hateth the shedder of blood, 

Yet he slayeth us every one. 

You say that my sonl shall live. 

That the spirit can never die,--— 
If he was content when I was not, 

Why not when I have passed by ? 

You say I must have a meaning, — 

So must dung, and its meaning is flowers ; 

What if our souls are but nurture 
For lives that are higher than ours ? 

When the fish swims out of the water. 
When the birds soar out of the blue, 

Man's thought may transcend man's knowledge 
And your €rod be no reflex of you. 

Sir Alfred Ltall 

AN AGNOSTIC'S APOLOGY 

ONE insoluble doubt has haunted men's minds 
since thought began in the world. No answer 
has ever been suggested. One school of philosophers 
hands it to the next. It is denied in one form only to 
reappear in another. The question is not which system 
excludes the doubt, but how it expresses the doubt. 
Admit or deny the competence of reason in theory, we 
all agree that it fails in practice. Theologians revile 
Copjright 1803, liy G. P. Patittm*8 Soni. 



An Agnostic's Apology 

reason as much as Agnosties ; they then appeal to it 
and it decides against them. The j amend their plea 
by excluding certain questions from its jurisdiction, and 
those questions include the whole difficulty. They go 
to revelation, and reyelation replies by calling doubt 
mystery. They declare that their consciousness de- 
clares just what they want it to declare. Ours declares 
something else. Who is to decide ? Tlie only appeal 
is to experience, and to appeal to experience is to admit 
the fundamental dogma of Agnosticism. 

Is it not, then, the yery height of audacity, in face of 
a difficulty, which meets us at eyery turn, which has 
perplexed all the ablest thinkers in proportion to their 
ability, which Tsnishes in one shape only to show itself 
in another, to declare roundly, not only that the diffi- 
culty can be solyed, but that it does not exist ? Why, 
when no honest man will deny in priyate that every 
ultimate problem is wrapped in the prof oundest mys- 
tery, do honest men proclaim in pulpits that unhesitat- 
ing certainty is the duty of the most foolish and 
iguOTant ? Is it not a spectacle to make the angels 
laugh ? We are a company of ignorant beings, feeling 
our way through mists and darkness, learning only by 
inoessantly-repeated blunders, obtaining a glimmering 
of truth by falling into every conceivable error, dimly 
discerning light enough for our daily needs, but hope- 
lessly differing whenever we attempt to describe the 
ultimate origin or end of our paths ; and yet, whenoneu 
of us ventures to declare that we don't know the map* 
of the universe as well as the map of our inflnitewmat 



An Agnostic's A{)oIogy 

parish, he is hooted, reyiled, and perhaps told that he 
will be damned to all eternity for his faithlessness. 
Amidst ail the endless and hopeless controversies 
which have left nothing but bare husks of meaningless 
words, we have been able to discover certain reliable 
truths. They don't take us very far, and the condition 
of discovering them has been distrust of a priori Jesses, 
and the systematic interrogation of ezperieiice. Let 
us, say some of us, follow at least this clue. Ifiere we 
shall find sufficient guidance for the needs ot life, 
though we renounce forever the attempt to get be!und 
the veil which no one has succeeded in Raising ; if, 
indeed, there be anything behind, f on miseflible 
Agnostics ! is the retort ; throw aside such rubbish and 
•ling to the old husks. Stick to the words wliich pro- 
fess to explain everything ; call your doubts mysteries, 
and they won't disturb you any longer ; and believe in 
those necessary truths of Which no two pMlosophers 
have ever succeeded in giving the same version. 

Grentlemen, we can only reply, wait till you have 
some show of agreement among yourselves. Wut till 
you can give some answer, not palpably a verbal 
answer, to some of the doubts which oppress us as they 
oppress you. Wait till you can point to some single 
truth, however trifling, which has been discovered by 
your method, and will stand the test of discussion and 
verification. Wait till you can appeal to reason with- 
out in tlie same breatli vilifying reason. Wiut lill 
your £)ivine revelations have something more to reveal 
than the hope that the hideous doubts which they sug- 



Claudio and the Duke 

gest niAj possibly be #ithont f oundatioiL Till tbAll 
we shall be content to admit openly, what yon trhis|^ 
under yonr breath or hide in technical jargon, that the 
ancient secret is a secret still ; that man faiowi nothiltg 
of the Infinite and Absolute ; and that, knowing hoth- 
ing, he had better not be dogmatic abont his ignorance. 
Andy meanwhile, we will endeavor to be aft chaHtable 
aa possible, and whilst you trumpet forth ofteiSally your 
contempt for scepticism, we will at least try to b^liete 
that you af6 imposed upon by your own bluftter. 

Leslie Stepheii 



CLAUDIO AND THE DUKE 

DUKE. Be absolute for death ; either death or 
life 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus tHth life : 
If I do lose thee, 1 do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep : a br^th thou art, 
Serrile to all the skyey influences, 
That dost this habitation, whCrfe thou keep'st. 
Hourly afiOict : merely, thou art death's fool ; 
For him thou labor'st by thy flight to shun, 
And yet runn'st toward him still. Thou art not noble ; 
For all the accommodations that thou bear'st 
Are nursed by baseness. Thou art by no meftnit Iraliant ; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep. 
And that thou oft provokest ; yet gtossly f ear*st 
Thy death, which is no more. Tliou art not thyself ; 

7 



Claudio and the Duke 

For thou exiBt'st on man/ a thousand grains 

That issue out of dust. Happ j thou art not ; 

For what thou hast not, still thou striyest to get. 

And what thou hast, f orget'st. Thou axe not certain ; 

For thy complexion shifts to strange effects, 

After the moon. If thou art rich, thou art poor ; 

For, like an ass whose hack with ingots hows, 

Thou hear*st thj heayy riches hut a journey. 

And death unloads thee. Friend hast thou none ; 

For thine own howels, which do call thee sire, 

The mere effusion of thy proper loins, 

Do corse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum. 

For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor youth, nor 

age; 
But, «« it were, an after-dinner*s sleep. 
Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old and rich. 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleasant. What's yet in this 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 
Lie hid moe thousand deaths : yet death we fear. 
That makes these odds all even. 

Claubio. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ; 

To lie in cold obstruction and to rot ; 

This sensible warm motion to become 

A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 

To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 

In t^yil^'^g region of thick-ribbed ice ; 

8 



My Slain 

To be imprisoned in the Tiewless winds. 
And blown with restless Tiolenoe round about 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Of those that lawless and inoertain thoughts 
Imagine howling : — ^'tis too horrible ! 
The weariest and most loathed worldly life, 
That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what we fear of death. 

Shakspebe 
MeaturefoT Measure 



MY SLAIN 

THIS sweet child which hath climbed upon my 
knee, 

This amber-haired, four-summered little maid, 
With her unconscious beauty troubleth me, 

With her low prattle maketh me afraid. 
Ah, darling ! when you cling and nestle so 

You hurt me though you do not see me cry. 

Nor hear the weariness with which I sigh, 
For the dear babe I killed so long ago. 

I tremble at the touch of your caress; 
I am not worthy of your innocent faith; 

I who with whetted knives of worldliness 
Did put my own child-heartedness to death. 

Beside whose grave I pace f orevermore. 

Like desolation on a shipwrecked shore. 



My Slain 

There is no littl^ oliild wiibin me now 

To singb^^k to the tbroshes, to leap up 
When June winds Uss me, when an apple-bongb 

Laughs into blossoms, or a buttercup 
Flays with the sunshine, o? a violet 

Dances in the glad dew. Ala* ! alas ! 

The meaning of the daisies in the grass 
I have forgotten; and if my cheeks are wet, 

It is not with the blitheness of the child. 
But with the bitter sorrow of past years. 

O moaning life, with life irreconciled; 
O backward-looking thought, O pain, O tears. 

For us there is not any silver sound 

Of rhythmic wonders springing from the ground. 

Woe worth the knowledge and the bookish lore 
Which makes men mummies, weighs out every grain 

Of that which was miraculous before. 

And sneers the heart down with the scoffing brain ; 

Woe worth the peering, analytic days 
That dry the tender juices in the breast 
And put the thunders of the Lord to test. 

So that no marvel must be, and no praise, 
Nor any God except necessity. 

What can ye give my poor starved life in lieu 
Of this dead cherub which I slew for ye ? 

Take back your doubtful wisdom, and renew 
My early, foolish freshness of the dunce. 
Whose simple instincts guessed the heavens at once. 

BiCHABD Bealf 



lo 



THE SOUL AND THE FUTURE LIFE 
A rtply to Frederic Harrison, (See Section Third) 

ImTDEBSTAND and I respeet the meaning of the 
word ^'Bouly'' at used by Pagan and Ohristian 
philosopheni for what they beliere to be the imperiah- 
able Beat of hunan penonality, beaiing thnmghont 
eteznily ita burden of woe, or its eapaoity for adon^ 
tion and love. I eonfeas that my dnUmoral aenae doea 
not enable me to aee anything baae or aelilah in the de- 
aire for a fixture life among the apizitaof the jnat made 
perfect ; or even among a few aneh poor fallible aonla 
as one has known here below. And if I am not aatia- 
fied with the evidenee which ia offered me that anoh a 
Bonl and aneh a fatnre life eziati I am content to take 
what ia to be had and to make the beat of the brief 
span of ezistenoe that ia within my reach, without re- 
viling those whoae faith ia more roboat and whoae hopea 
are richer and fnller. But in the intereat of acientiflc 
deameaa, I object to aay that I have a aonl, when I 
mean, all the while, that my organiam haa certain 
mental fonctiona which, like the rest, are dependent 
upon its molecular compoaition, and come to an end 
when I die ; and I object atill more to affirm that I 
look to a future life, when all that I mean ia, that the 
influence of my aayinga and doinga will be more or leaa 
felt by a number of people after the phyaioal oomr 
ponenta ojt that organiam are acattered to the four 
winda/ 

II 



"Our Little Life" 

Throw a stone into the sea, and there is a sense in 
which it is true that the wavelets which spread around 
it have an effect through all space and all time. Shall 
we say that the stone has a future life ? 

It is not worth while to have broken away, not with- 
out pain and grief, from beliefs which, true or false, 
embody great and fruitful conceptions, to fall back into 
the arms of a half-breed between science and theology 
endowed, like most half-breeds, with the faults of both 
parents and the virtues of neither. It is nnwise by 
such a lapse to expose one's self to the temptation of 
holding with the hare and hunting with the hounds — of 
using the weapons of one progenitor to damage the 
other. Thomas Henrt Hxtxlet 

"OUR LITTLE LIFE" 

THE Worldly Hope men set their Hearts upon 
Turns Ashes— or it prospers ; and anon, 
Like Snow upon the Desert's dusty Face, 
Lighting a little hour or two — ^was gone. 

Think, in this batter'd Caravanserai 
Whose Portals are alternate Night and Day, 

How Sult^ after Sultin with his Pomp 
Abode his destin'd Hour, and went his way. 

For Some we loved, the loveliest and the best 
That from his Vintage rolling Time has prest. 

Have drunk their Cup a Bound or two before, 
And one by one crept silently to rest. 
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« Our Litde Life " 

And we, that now make meny in tlie Boom 
They left, and Summer dresses in new bloom, 

Ourselves must we beneath the Conoh of Earth 
Descend — ourselves to make a Couoh — ^for whom ? 

Ah, make the most of what we yet may spend, 
Before we too into the Dust descend ; 

Dust into Dust, and under Dust, to lie 
Sans Wine, sans Song, sans Singer, and — sans End! 

Why, all the Saints and Sages who diseuss'd 
Of the Two Worlds so learnedly are thrust 

Like foolish Prophets forth ; their Words to Scorn 
Are scattered, and their Mouths are stopt with Dust. 

Myself when young did eagerly frequent 
Doctor and Saint, and heard great argument 

About it and about : but evermore 
Came out by the same door where in I went. 

With them the seed of Wisdom did I sow. 

And with my own hand wrought to make it grow ; 

And this was all the Harvest that I reap'd— 
« I came like Water, and like Wind I go." 

Into this Universe, and Why not knowing. 
Nor Whence^ like Water willy-nilly flowing ; 

And out of it, tu Wind along the Waste, 
I know not Whither ^ willy-nilly blowing. 

What, without asking, hither hurried Whence f 
And, without asking. Whither hurried hence ! 
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"Our Little Life" 

Ohy many a Cnp of this fozbidden Wine 
Most drown the memovy of that insolence I 

And f eas not le^t Eyiitence cloaing yoor 
Acconnt, and mine, should know the like no more ; 

The Eternal S^ from that Bowl has ponr'd 
Millions of Babbles like ns, and will ponr. 

When Yon and I behind the Veil axe past. 

Oh but the long long while the World shall last, 

Which of our Coming and Departnre heeds 
As the Sxy'k 6sa8 should heed a pebble cast. 

A Moment's Halt — a mcnnentary taste 

Of Bking from the Well amid the Waste— 

And Lo ! — ^the phantom Caravan has reached 
Hie NoTHZSTO it set ont from — Oh, make haste I 

Would you that Spangle of Existence spend 
About The Secbet-— quick about it, Friend I 

A Hair perhaps diTides the False and Tme-^ 
And upon what, prithee, does life depend ? 

O threats of Hell and hopes of Paradise I 
One thing at least is certain, — This Life flies ; 

One thing is certain and the rest is lies ; 
The Flower that once has blown forever dies. 

Strange, is it not ? that of the myriads who 
Before us pass'd the door of Darkness through 

Not one returns to tell us of the Road, 
Which to discoyer we must trayel too. 
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"Our Little Life" 

The ReTeUtioni of Deyont and Learned 
Who rose bef on ns, aad um F^o^ts Imza'dt 

Are all but Stories, wliidi» awoke fgom Sleep 
They told their lellowB, and to Sle^ zetiirn'd* 

I sent my Soul thiongh the Inyisibley 
Some letter of that After-life to spell ; 

And by and by my Son! retom'd to me, 
And an8wer'4, « J Myself am H9»t'ii md PrtJt* 

HeaVn but the Vision of fnliUl'd Pesire, 
And Hell the Shadow of % jSool o^ flr^ 

Cast on the Darkness into which OurselyeSy 
So late emeif 'd from, shall «o soon Vf^m* 

We are no other than a moving row 

Of Magic shadow-diapes that come 9a4 g9 

Ronnd with this Snn-illumin'd Lantern held 
In Midnight by the Master of tlM Show ; 

Impotent Pieces of tiie Gfpie H^ pl|iys 
Upon this Checker-board pf Nightf an4 Payf ; 

Hither and thither moves, and checks, and slayi| 
And one by one back in the Closet lays. 

The Ball no gn«9tio» in»^ of ^e^ and Ncf^ 
Bnt Bight or Left 9P strikes tb^ Pluyer goes ; 

And He <^t topf 'd you down into the Field, 
He knows about it all-«r-H]E knowseforHE )a»owB I 

The Moving linger writes ; and having writ, 
Moves on : nor all your Piety nor Wit 
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"Our Little Life" 

Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line^ 
Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it. 

And that inverted Bowl they call the Sky, 
Wherennder crawling coop'd we Utc and die. 
Lift not yonr hands to It tor help — ^f or It 
As impotently rolls as yon or I. 

What ! out of senseless Nothing to provoke 
A Conscious Something to resent the Yoke 

Of unpermitted Pleasure, under pain 
Of Everlasting Penalties, if broke ! 

What, from his helpless Creature be repaid 
Pure Grold for what he lent us dross-allay'd — 

Sue for a Debt we never did contract, 
And cannot answer — Oh the sorry trade ! 

Oh Thou, who didst with pitfall and with gin 
Beset the Boad I was to wander in. 

Thou wilt not with Predestined Evil roimd 
Emmesh, and then impute my Fall to Sin ! 

Oh Thou, who Man of baser Earth didst make 
And eVn with Paradise devise the Snake ; 

For all the Sin wherewith the Face of Man 
Is blacken'd — Man's Forgiveness give — and take ! 

Omab EhattAm 
RUSAITAT, Translated by Edward Fitzgerald 
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GOD AND NATURE 
<^ A RE God and Nature then at itrife?'' aaks 
XJL Tennyson. The qnettiGn illuminates one 
of the most striking efaapters in hnman thought. When 
we trace the history of the idea of God as it probably 
arose in the mind of early man, we find that it atands 
for his crude theory of a Spirit which caused Nature to 
be, which he belieyed to eontrol and actuate the forces 
of sun and air, storm and pestilence. These Tiews, 
from their elcTation of subjeoty unwarrantably gained 
a sacredness of character which made them rigid, 
almost unchangeable. Hence the idea of the Divine 
Personality and Goyemment has hung farther and 
farther behind man's adTancing knowledge of Nature— 
that knowledge from which, in its first poor estate, his 
idea of God was deriyed. At last, God and Nature are 
imagined « At Strife.'' But what should be the idea 
of God here and now but an answer to the question, 
What kind of Being would make and conduct such a 
uniyerse as this ? The degree of yerity in this idea of 
Grod would plainly depend upon the fullness of the 
knowledge of Nature whence it would proceed, the 
degree of completeness with which that knowledge 
would be co-ordinated and unified. Very different 
from such an idea of God is the idea of Him inherited 
from men who liyed thousands of years ago in the 
ignorance and moral poverty then inevitable. The 
conflict between theology and seience proves indeed to 
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Meditations of a Hindu Prince 

be little else than the disoord between new knowledge 
and old gaesses. 

But why not disp^Hiie #ith the idea of God alto- 
gether ? We hare ceaiNid to beliere that He interferes 
iHth the oifder of Natta« : let ns endeavor to learn 
What that order is and abide by it. Let ml reason 
dii^eetly from facts known to faets tinknown alid proba- 
ble, wHhont the refraction nnatoidable when a hypo- 
thetical Person (abstracted after all from known facts) 
is brought into the case. What after all does God do, 
that Science does not enable us to know, oi to predict 
with increasing probability ? Why make a Mirror of 
Nature, liable to limitation and warp. When Nature 
bids us look immediately upon her face ? 

FftAKCIS JOHK BKLL 

MEDITATIONS OF A HINDU PRINC£ 

LL the world oter, I wohde^, m lands that I 
never havfe trod. 
Are th6 p^ojile eternally seeking for the signs and 

steps of a God ? 
Westward across the ocean, and northward ayont the 

sno#. 
Do they all stand glUEing, as ever, and what do the 

wisest know? 

Here, in this m^itical India, th6 deities hoter and 

swarbi 
Like the wild btees heard in the tiee tops, or the gusts 

of a gathering storm; 



Meditations of a Hindu Pf inee 

In the air men hear their voiees, their feet on the rocks 

are seen, 
Yet we all say, <« Whenee is the aiessafe, and what 

may the wonders mean ? ** 

A million shrines stand open, and ever the etaser 

swii^is, 
As they bow to a mystical symbol, or the flfales of 

ancient kings; 
And the incense rises oyer, and rises the eiidless cif 
Of those who are heayy laden, and of totrards l6th to 

die. 

For the Destiny drives ns together, like deer in apUss 

of the hills; 
Above is the sky, and aronnd us the liomid of tiie lllot 

that kills; 
Fnshed by a Power we see not, and struck by a hand 

nnknown. 
We pray to the trees.for shelter, and press our tips to 

a stone. 

The trees wave a shadowy answer, and the rook frowns 

hollow and grim, 
And the form and the nod of the demon are cangiit in 

the twilight dim; 
And we look to the starlight falling afar cm the momi^ 

tain crest — 
Is there nhrer a path mas upinod to a refuge ttere 

and a rest? 
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Meditations of a Hindu Prince 

The path, ah I who has shown it, and which is the 

faithful guide ? 
The hayen^ ah I who has known it ? for steep Lb the 

mountain side, 
Foreyer the shot strikes surely, and ever the wasted 

breath 
Of the praying multitude rises, whose answer is only 

death. 

Here are the tombs of my kinsfolk, the fruit of an an- 
cient name, 

Chiefs who were slain on the war-field, and women who 
died in flame ; 

They are gods, these kings of the foretime, they are 
spirits who g^uard our race : 

Ever I watch and worship ; they sit with a marble 
face. 

And the myriad idols around me, and the legion of 

muttering priests, 
The reyels and rites unholy, the dark, unspeakable 

feasts ! 
What have they wrung from the Silence ? Hath even 

a whisper come 
Of the secret, Whence and Whither ? Alas ! for the 

gods are dumb. 

Shall I list to the words of the English, who come 

from the uttermost sea ? 
<« The Secret, hath it been told yon, and what is your 

message to me ? " 
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Meditations of a Hindu Prince 

It is nought but the world-wide story how the earth 

and the heavens began, 
How the gods are glad and angry, and a Deity once 

was a man. 

I had thought, « Perchance in the cities where the 

mlers of India dwell. 
Whose orders flash from the far land, who girdle the 

earth with a spell. 
They have f athom'd the depths we float on, or measored 

^e unknown main—'' 
Sadly they tnm from the venture, and say that the 

quest is vain. 

Is life, then, a dream and delusion, and where shall the 
dreamer awake ? 

Is the world seen like shadows on water, and what if 
the mirror break 7 

Shall it pass like a camp that is struck, as a tent that 
is gathered and gone 

From the sands that were lamp-lit at eve, and at morn- 
ing are level and lone ? 

Is there nought in the heaven above, whence the hail 

and the levin are hurl'd. 
But the wind that is swept around us by the rush of the 

rolling world ? 
The wind that shall scatter my ashes, and bear me to 

silence and sleep 
With the dirge, and the sounds of lamenting, and voices 

of women who weep ? 

Sir Alfbxd Ltall 
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THE CITY OF DREADFUL NIGHT 
^ ^ /^ BROTHERS of sad lives I thejare so brief ; 
V^ A few short yean most bring ns all relief : 
Can we not bear these years of laboring breath ? 
Bat if you wonld not this poor life fulfil, 
Lo, you are free to end it when you will, 
Without the fear of waking after death." 

Our shadowy congregation rested still, 
As musing on that message we had heard. 

And brooding on that; < End it when you will;' 
Perchance awaiting yet some other word ; 

When keen as lightning through a muffled sky 

Sprang forth a shrill and lamentable cry : — 

« The man speaks sooth, alas ! the man speaks sooth ; 

We have no personal life beyond the grave ; 
There is no God ; there is no wrath nor ruth : 

Can I find here the comfort which I crave ? 

« In all eternity I had one chance. 

One few years' term of gracious human life : 

The splendors of the intellect's advance, 

The sweetness of the home with babes and wife ; 



« The rapture of mere being, full of health ; 

The careless childhood and the ardent youth. 
The strenuous manhood winning various wealth, 

The reverend age serene with life's long truth : 
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The City of Dreadful Night 

« All the sublime prerogatiYes of Man ; 

The storied memories of the times of old, 
The patient tiacking of the world's great plan 

Through sequences and changes myriadf old. 

« This chance was never offered me before ; 

For me the infinite Past is blank and dumb : 
This chance recurreth never, nevermore ; 

Blank, blank for me the infinite To-come. 



« Speak not of comfort where no comfort is, 

Speak not at all : can words make foul things fair? 

Our life's a cheat, our death a black abyss : 
Hush, and be mute, envisaging despair." 

This vehement voice came from the northern aisle, 
Rapid and shrill to its abrupt, harsh close ; 

And none gave answer for a certain while. 

For words must shrink from these most wordless woes ; 

At last the pulpit speaker simply said. 

With humid eyes, and thoughtful, drooping head, — 

« My Brother, my poor Brothers, it is thus ; 
This life holds nothing good for us. 

But it ends soon and nevermore can be ; 
And we knew nothing of it ere our birth, 
And shall know npthing when consigned to earth : 

I ponder these thoughts and they comfort me." 

James Thomson 
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THE ICONOCLAST 

A THOUSAND yean shall come and go, 
A thousand yean of night and day, 
And man, through all their changing show, 
His tzagic drama still shall play. 

Ruled hy some fond ideal's power, 

Cheated by passion or despair. 
Still shall he waste life's trembling hoar, 

In wonhip vain, and useless prayer. 

Ah I where ore they who rose in might. 
Who fired the temple and the shrine, 

And hurled through Earth's Chaotic Night, 
The helpless gods it deemed diyine ? 

Cease, longing soul, thy vain desire I 

What idol, in its stainless prime. 
But falls, untouched of ax or fire. 

Before the steady eyes of Time ? 

He looks, and lo ! our altan fall, 
The shrine reveals its gilded clay, 

With decent hands we spread the pall. 
And, cold with wisdom, glide away. 

Oh, where were courage, faith, and truth, 
If man went wandering all his day 

In golden clouds of love and youth. 
Nor knew that both his steps betray ? 

Come, Time, while here we sit and wait. 

Be faithful, spoiler, to thy trust I 
No death can further desolate 

The soul that knows its god was dust. 

Rose Terry Cooke 
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IF DEATH ENDS ALL 

AND suppose, after all, that death does end all. 
Next to eternal joy, next to being forever with 
those we love and those who have loved us — ^next to 
that, is to be wrapped in the dreamless drapery of 
eternal peace. Next to eternal life is eternal sleep. 
Upon the shadowy shore of death the sea of trouble 
casts no wAve. Eyes that have been curtained by the 
everlasting dark will never know again the burning 
touch of tears. Lips touched by eternal silence will 
never speak again the broken words of grief. Hearts 
of dust do not break. The dead do not weep. Within 
the tomb no veiled and weeping sorrow sits. And in 
the rayless gloom is crouched no shuddering fear. 

I had rather think of those I have loved, and lost, 
as having returned to earth, as having become a part 
of the elemental wealth of the world ; I would rather 
think of them as unconscious dust ; I would rather 
think of them as gurgling in the stream, floating in 
the clouds, bursting in light upon the shores of other 
worlds ; I would rather think of them as the lost visions 
of a forgotten night, than to have even the faintest 
fear that their naked souls have been clutched by an 
orthodox god. But as for me, I will leave the dead 
where nature leaves them. Whatever flower of hope 
springs in my heart I will cherish ; I will give it breath 
of sighs and rain of tears. 

Robert G. Inoebsoll 
Prose Poems 
Copyright 1884, by C. P. FftrreU 

25 



A DIALOGUE 

THE Alpine smninits — a complete chain of steep 
precipices, right in the heart of the Alps. 
Over the mountains is a pale-green, clear, silent sky. 
Hard, biting frost ; firm, sparkling snow ; dark, 
weather-beaten, ice-bonnd crags rise from beneath the 
snow. 

Two colossi, two giants, rise from the horizon on 
either side — ^the Jungf ran and the Finsteraarhom. 

And the Jnngfran asks her neighbor : « What is the 
news ? You can see better ; what is going on down 
there?" 

Thousands of years pass by — as one moment. And 
Finsteraarhom thunders back the answer : « Impene 
trable clouds veil the earth. . . wait t " 

Again thousands of years pass — as one moment. 

« Well, what now ? " asks the Jungfrau. 

« Now, see : eyerything there is unchanged, confused, 
and petty. Blue water, dark woods, heaped up masses 
of gray stone, with those little insects running all about, 
you know— the two-legged ones which have never yet 
intruded upon your summit or mine." 

"Men?" 

« Yes, men." 

Again thousands of years pass by— as a moment. 

« Well, what now ? " asks the Jungfrau. 

« It seems to me as if fewer of those insects are to 
be seen," thunders Finsteraarhom — "It's getting 
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IfThis Were Faith 

clearer down there — ^the waters narrower, the woods 
thinner." 
' Again thousands of years pass by — like one moment, 

«< What do you see now ? " asks the Jnngfran. 

« Round about us» near by, it seems to have got 
clearer/' answered Finsteraarhom ; « but down there, 
in the distance, in the yalleys there are still some spots, 
and something moving.'' 

« And now ? " asks the Jungfrau, after thousands of 
years more — a mere moment. 

« Now all is well," answered Finsteraarhom — « clear 
and shining everywhere : pure white wherever you 
look. . . . Our snow everywhere, nothing but snow 
and ice. All is frozen. All is cahn and peaceful." 

« Yes, now it is well t " answers the Jungfrau ; « but 
we have talked enough, old friend. Let us sleep 
awhile." 

** Yes, it is time we did." 

They sleep, the giant mountains. The clear green 
sky above the ever-silent earth. 

Ivan Tubobnby 

Poems in prose 

IF THIS WERE FAITH 

GOD, if this were enough. 
That I see things bare to the buff 
And up to the buttocks in mire ; 
That I ask nor hope nor hire. 

From " Foenui and BallacU.** Copyright 1895, by CharlM Borib- 
ner*i Bona 
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IfThis Were Faith 

Nat in the husk, 
Nor dawn beyond the dusk, 
Nor life beyond death ; 
Grod, if this were faith ? 

Having felt thy wind in my face 

Spit sorrow and disgrace, 

Having seen thine evil doom 

In Grolgotha and Khartoum, 

And the brutes, the work of thine hands, 

Fill with injustice lands 

And stain with blood the sea : 

If still in my veins the glee 

Of the black night and the sun 

And the lost battle run : 

If, an adept, 

The iniquitous lists I still accept 

With joy, and joy to endure and be withstood, 

And still to battle and perish for a dream of good : 

God, if that were enough ? 

If to feel, in the ink of the slough, 

And the sink of the mire, 

Veins of glory and fire 

Run through and transpierce and transpire. 

And a secret purpose of glory in every part, 

And the answering glory of battle fill my heart. 

To thrill with the joy of girded men 

To go on forever and fail, and go on again. 

And be mauled to the earth and arise, 
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Take Me, Mother Earth 

And contend for the shade of a word and a thing not 

seen with the eyes : 
With the half of a broken hope for a pillow at night 
That somehow the right is the right 
And the smooth shall bloom from the rongh : 
Lord, if that were enough ? 

Robert Louis Stevenson 
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TAKE ME, MOTHER EARTH 
AEE me. Mother Earth, to thy cold breast, 
And fold me there in everlasting rest I 
The long day is o'er; 
I'm weary, I wonld sleep; 
But deep, deep. 
Never to waken more I 

I have had joy and sorrow, I have prov'd 

What life could give; have lov'd, and been beloVd; 

I am sick, and heart-sore. 

And weary, let me sleep; 

But deep, deep, 

Never to waken more. 

To thy dark chamber. Mother Earth, I come, 
Prepare thy dreamless bed in my last home; 

Shut down the marble door, 

And leave me I Let me sleep; 

But deep, deep. 

Never to waken more ! 

Anna Jameson 
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THE UNDISCOVERED COUNTRY 

COULD we but know 
The land that ends our dark, nncertain travel, 
Where lie those happier hills and meadows low, — 
Ah, if beyond the [spirit's inmost caTil, 

Aught of that country could we surely know. 
Who would not go ? 

Might we but hear 
The hovering angels' high imagined chorus. 

Or catchy betimes, with wakeful eyes and clear. 
One radiant vista of the realm before us, — 
With one rapt moment given to see and hear, 
Ah, who would fear ? 

Were we quite sure 
To find the peerless friend who left us lonely. 
Or there, by some celestial stream as pure, 
To gaze in eyes that here were lovelit only, — 
This mortal coil, were we quite sure, 
Who would endure ? 

Edmund Clabbncb Stedmax 

Copyright 1684, by Houghton, MfiBiii A Co. 
See << Hope" a reply to above^ in Section Fourth. 
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SEA-SHELL MURMUBS 

THE hollow searshell, which for yean hath stood 
On dusty shelves, when held against the ear 
Proclaims its stormy parents ; and we hear 
The &int far mnrmnr of the breaking flood. 
We hear the sea. The sea? It isthe blood 
In our own veins, impetuous and near, 
And pulses keeping pace with hope and fear 
And with our feelings' every shifting mood. 
Lo t in my heart I hear, as in a shell. 

The murmur of a world beyond the grave, 
Distinct, distinct, though faint and far it be. 
Thou fool ; this echo is a cheat as well, — 
The hum of earthly instincts ; and we crave 
A world unreal as the shell-heard sea. 

EuoEMB Lee-Hamilton 

THE SOUL AND THE FUTURE LIFE 
If belief be ever permissible— perhaps I ought to 
say, if belief be ever possible— on the ground that 
« there is peace and joy in believing,'' it is here, where 
the issues are so vast, where the conception in its high- 
est form is so ennobling, where the practical influences 
of the Creed are, in appearance, at least, so beneficent. 
But faith thus arrived at has ever clinging to it the 
curse belonging to all illegitimate possessions. It is 
precarious, because the flaw in its title-deeds, barely 
suspected perhaps and never acknowledged, may at 
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The Soul and the Future Life 

any moment be discovered ; misgivings crop up most 
sorely in those hard and gloomy crises of our lives 
when unflinching confidence is most essential to our 
peace ; and the fairy fabric, built up not on grounded 
conviction but on craving need, crumbles into dust, 
and leaves the spirit with no solid sustenance to rest 
upon. 

Alas ! can the wisest and most sanguine of us all 
bring anything beyond our own personal sentiments to 
swell the common hope? We have aspirations to 
multiply, but who has any knowledge to enrich our 
store ? I have of course read most of the pleadings 
in favor of the ordinary doctrine of the future state; 
naturally also, in common with all graver natures, I 
have meditated yet more; but these pleadings, for the 
most part, sound to anxious ears little else than the 
passionate outcries of souls that cannot endure to part 
with hopes on which they have been nurtured, and 
which are intertwined with their tenderest affections. 
Logical reasons to compel conviction, I have met with 
none. Yet few can have sought for them more 
yearningly. I may say I share in the anticipations of 
believers; but I share them as aspirations, sometimes 
approaching almost to a faith, occasionally, and for a 
few moments, perhaps rising into something like a 
trust, but never able to settle into the consistency of a 
definite and enduring creed. I do not know how far 
even this incomplete state of mind may not be merely 
the residuum of early upbringing and habitual associa- 
tions. But I must be true to my darkness as coura- 
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Out of the Night 

geonsl J as to mj light. I cannot rest in comfort on 
arguments that to my spirit have no cogency, nor can 
I pretend to respect or be content with reasons which 
cany no penetrating conviction along with them. I 
will not make bnttresses do the work or assume the 
posture of foundations. I will not cry « Peace, peace, 
when there is no peace." 

The more I think and question, the more do doubts 
and difficulties crowd around my horizon, and cloud 
over my sky. Thus it is that I am unable to bring 
aid or sustainment to minds as troubled as my own, 
and perhaps less willing to admit that the great 
enigma is, and must remain, insoluble. Of two 
things, however, I feel satisfied — ^that the negative 
doctrine is no more susceptible of proof than the 
affirmative, and that our opinion, be it only honest, can 
have no influence whatever on the issue, nor upon its 
bearing on ourselves. 

William Rathbone Greg 

A modem tynqxmum 

OUT OF THE NIGHT 

OUT of the night that covers me. 
Black as the pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable souL 

In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbowed. 
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Prayer 

Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the horror of the shade, 

And yet the menace of the years 
Finds and shall find me unafraid. 

It matters not how strait the gate, 

How charged with punishments the scroll, 

I am the master of my fate : 
I am the captain of my soul. 

William Ebkest Hekley 

PRATER 

WHATEVER a man may pray for, he prays for 
a miracle. Every prayer comes to this : 
" Great God, let twice two not make four." 

Only such a prayer is a real prayer, face to face. 
To pray to the Spirit of the universe, to the Supreme 
Being, — ^to the abstract, imreal god of Kant or Hegel, 
— ^is impossible, unthinkable. 

But can a personal, living, imaginable Grod make 
twice two other than four ? 

Every true believer must answer «Yes, He can." 
And he is obliged to convince himself of it. 

But what if his reason rebels against such nonsense ? 

Then Shakspere comes to his aid: « There are 
more things in heaven and earth, Horatio." 

But if you seek to controvert him in the name 
of truth ? — ^he has merely to repeat the well-known 
question, « What is truth ? " 

And so, let us eat, drink, and be merry, — and pray. 
Ivan Turoknev — Poems in prose 
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THE WORLD-SOUL 

ALAS I the Sprite that haunts lu 
Deceives our rash desire ; 
It whispers of the glorious gods, 

And leaves us in the mire. 
We cannot learn the cipher 

That's writ upon our cell ; 
Stars taunt us by a mystery 
Which we could never spell. 

And what if Trade sow cities 

Like shells along the shore, 
And thatch with towns the prunes broad 

With railways ironed o'er ? — 
They are but sailing f oam-belb 

Along Thought's causing stream. 
And take their shape and sun-color 

From him that sends the dream. 



He serveth the servant, 

The brave he loves amain ; 
He kills the cripple and the sick, 

And straight begins again ; 
For gods delight in gods, 

And thrust the weak aside ; 
To him who scorns their charities 

Their arms fly open wide. 

Ralph Waldo Fmebaon 
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THE WAYSIDE VIRGIN 

I AM the Yirgin ; from this granite ledge 
A hundred weary winters I have watched 
The lonely road that wanders at my feet, 
And many days I've sat here, in my lap 
A little heap of snow, and overhead 
The dry, dead voices of sere, rustling leaves ; 
While scarce a beggar creaked across the way. 
How very old I am ; I have forgot 
The day they fixed me here ; and whence I came. 
With crown of gold, and all my heavenly blue. 

How green the grass is now, and all aronnd 

Blossoms the May ; but it is cold in here. 

Sunless and cold. Now comes a little maid 

To kneel among the daisies at my feet ; 

What a sweet noise she makes, like murmurings 

Of bees in June. I wonder what they say. 

These rosy mortals when they look at me ? 

I wonder why 

They call me Mary, and bow down to me ? 

Oh, I am weary of my painted box ! 

Come child. 

And lay thy warm face on my wooden cheek, 

That I may feel it glow as once of yore 

It glowed when I, a cedar's happy heart. 

Felt the first sunshine of the early spring. 

Unknown 
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HONEST DOUBT 

YOU say, bnt with no touch of scorn, 
Sweet-hearted, you, whose light-blue eyes 
Are tender over drowning flies, 
You tell me, doubt is Bevil-bom. 

I know not : one indeed I knew 
In many a subtile question versed. 
Who touched a jarring lyre at first, 

fiut ever strove to make it true : 

Perplezt in faith, but pure in deeds. 

At last he beat his music out. 

There lives more faith in honest doubt, 
Believe me, than in half the creeds. 

He fought his doubts and gathered strength. 
He would not make his judgment blind. 
He faced the specters of the mind 

And laid them : thus he came at length 

To find a stronger faith his own ; 

And Power was with him in the night, 
Which makes the darkness and the light, 

And dwells not in the light alone, 

But in the darkness and the cloud. 
As over Sinai's peaks of old. 
While Israel made their gods of gold, 

Altho' the trumpet blew so loud. 
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Why Stand Ye Gazing Into Heaven ? 

Who loves not knowledge ? Who shall rail 
Against her heauty ? May she mix 
With men and prosper I Who shall fix 

Her pillars ? Let her work prevail. 

Bnt on her forehead sits a fire : 
She sets her forward eonntenanee 
And leaps into the fntnre ehanee, 

Submitting all things to desire. 



Half-grown as yet, a child, and - 
She cannot fight the fear of death. 
What is she, cut from love and faith, 

Bnt some wild Pallas from the brain 

Of Demons ? fiery-hot to burst 
All barriers in her onward race 
For power. Let her know her place, 
She is the second, not the first. 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
In Memoriam 

WHY STAND YE GAZING INTO HEAVEN? 

WHY stand ye gazing into Heaven ? 
What seek ye there ? what hope to find 
Besides the clouds, which the cold wind 
Drives round the world from Mom to Even ? 
The wan moon, ploughed with ancient scan. 
The gracious sun, the alien stars. 
The all-embracing Space ? 
Ye look for God ? 
From " FoeniB,*' copyTight 1880, by Gharles Borfln«r*s Sons 
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Why Stand Ye Gazing Into Heaven? 

HaTe ye belield him there ? 
Yon, or your fathers in their prime ? 
Or any man, at any time, 

The wise, the good, the fair ? 
Who has beheld — I will not say his face. 
But where his feet have trod ? 
What have your straining eyes 
Discovered in the skies ? 

Why not look down the Sea ? 
'Tis deep, and most creative ; What eludes 
In the upper solitudes. 
Still lurking in the lower wastes may be. 
Ye look for God, ye tell me. Tell me this — 

How know ye that He is ? 
Because your fathers told ye so, and they 
Because of old, their fathers told them so ; 
As it is now, so was it long ago. 
And will be when the years have passed away. 

Nothing can come from nothing. Well, what then ? 

The Earth, with all its men, 

The little insect burrowing in the sod. 

Sun, planet, star. 

All things that are. 
Must have been made by Grod. 
Why made by Him ? Who saw them made ? 
Who saw the deep foundations laid ? 

The Hands that buUt the wall ? 

Why made at aU ? 
Why not Eternal, tell me ? Not because 
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Why Stand Yc Gazing Into Heaven? 

It must created be : 

If BO Eternal He, 
Bnt why Eternal ?•— wh j not also Tina ? 
Wli J mnst the AU be Hif ? 
It was, and ib, and is — beeanse it was I 



There is no God then ? Nay, 

Yon say it, and not I ; 

I do bat say 
We haye not yet beheld this God on High : 
Not knowing that He is, we live and die. 
If we know nothing of Him, yet we feel. 

We feel love's kisses sweet, 

The wine that trips onr feet. 
The mniderons thmst of steel: 
Gladness about the heart when the snn breaks, 
Or the soft moon is floating up the skies. 
Delight in the wild sea, in tranquil lakes, 

In every bird that flies ; 

And hot tears in our eyes. 
When love, the best of earth, its last kiss over — dies 1 
But He whom we name God, and grope so for above. 
Whose arm, we fear, is Power, whose heart, we 
hope, is Love 

On the worlds below Him, 

In the dust before Him, 

We may adore Him, 

We cannot know Him, 
If, indeed. He be, to bless or curse. 
And be not this tremendous Universe I 

40 



Griefs 

<< Higher than your anowB fly. 

Deeper than yonr plummets £k11. 
Is the De^^esty the Most High, 

IstheAUinAUI" 

Richard Henrt Stoddard 

GRIEFS 

IM£ ASURE eyery grief I meet 
With analytie eyes; 
I wonder if it weighs like mine^ 
Or has an easier sise. 

I wonder if they bore it long, 

Or did it jnst begin ? 
I could not tell the date of mine, 

It feels so old a pain* 

I wonder if it hurts to live. 

And if they have to try. 
And whether, could they choose between. 

They would not rathra die. 

I wonder if when years have piled — 
Some thousands-— on the cause 

Of early hurt, if such a lapse 
Could giye^,them any pause; 

Or wonkL they go on aching still 

Through centuries above, 
Enlightened to a larger pain 

By contrast with the love. 
Capjviglit 1898, by Ratarto BMtlwrt 
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Losses 

The grieyed are many, I am told; 

The reason deeper lies — 
Death is bnt one and comes but onee, 

And only nails the eyes. 

There's grief of want and grief of cold — 

A sort they call ** despair''; 
There's banishment from native eyes, 

In sight of native air. 

And though I may not goess the kind 

Correctly, yet to me 
A piercing comfort it affords 

In passing Calvary, 

To note the fashions of the cross, 

Of those that stand alone. 
Still fascinated to presume 

That some are like my own. 

Emilt Dickinbon 

LOSSES 

UPON the white sea sand 
There sat a pilgrim band, 
Telling the losses that their lives had known : 
While evening waned away 
From breezy cliff and bay. 
And the strong tides went out with weary moan. 

One spake, with quivering lip, 
Of a fair freighted ship, 
With all his household to the deep gone down ; 
But one had wilder ^ 
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Losses 

For a fair face, long ago 
Lost in the darker depths of a great town. 

There were who mourned their jonth 

With a most loving ruth. 
For its brave hopes and memories ever green ; 

And one npon the west 

Tnmed an eye that could not rest, 
For far-off hills whereon its joy had been. 

Some talked of vanished gold, 

Some of prond honors told. 
Some spake of friends that were their tmst no more ; 

And one of a green grave 

Beside a foreign wave. 
That made him sit so lonely on the shore. 

Bat when their tales were done, 

There spake among them one, 
A stranger, seeming from all sorrow free : 

« Sad losses have ye met, 

But mine is heavier yet : 
For a believing heart hath gone from me." 

« Alas ! " these pilgrims said, 
« For the living and the dead — 

For fortune's cruelty, for love's sure cross. 
For the wrecks of land and sea I 
Bnt, however, it came to thee. 

Thine, stranger, is life's last and heaviest loss." 

Fbahcbs Bbowh 
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NOT ONE DISSATISFIED 

I THINK I could turn and live with animals, they 
are so placid and self -contained, 
I stand and look at them long and long. 
They do not sweat and whine ahout their condition, 
They do not lie awake in the dark and weep for their sins, 
They do not make me sick discussing their duty to God, 
Not one is dissatisfied, not one is demented with the 

mania of owning things. 
Not one kneels to another, nor to his kind that liyed 

thousands of years ago. 
Not one is respectable or unhappy over the whole 

earth. Walt Whitbcak 

Copyright 1881, by Walt Whitmaa Song of Mysdf 

WE ABE CHILDREN 

CHILDREN indeed are we^-children that wait 
Within a wondrous dwelling, while on high 
Stretch the sad sapors and the voiceless sky ; 
The house is fair, yet all is desolate 
Because our Father comes not ; clouds of fate 
len aboYe us. — shivering we espy 
Le passing rain, the cloud before the gate, 
[ cry to one another, ** He is nigh f " 
At early morning, with a shining Face, 
He left us innocent and lily-crown'd ; 
And now this late — night cometh on apace — 
We hold each other's hands and look around. 
Frighted at our own shades ! Heaven send us grace 1 
When He retnms, all will be sleeping sound. 

Robert Buchanan 
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DOVER BEACH 

THE Sea is calm to4iiglit. 
The tide is full, the mooa lies fair 
Upon the straits ; — on the Freneh coast the light 
Gleams and is gone ; the cliffs of En^^d stand, 
Glimmeiing and vast, out in the tranquil hay. 
Come to the window^ sweet is the night air I 
Only, from the long line of spray 
Where the sea meets the moonrblanoh'd sandy 
Listen I Yon hear the grating roar 
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling, 
At their retom, np the high strand, 
Begin, and cease, and then again begin. 
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 
The eternal note of sadness in. 

Sophocles long ago 

Heard it on the iBgean, and It brou^t 

Into his mind the tnrbid ebb and flow 

Of human misery ; we 

Find also in the sonnd a thought. 

Hearing it by this distant northern sea. 

The Sea of faith. 

Was once, too, at the fall, and round earth's shore 

Lay like the folds of a fari^t girdle furl'd. 

But now I only hear 

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 

Betreating, to the breath 

Of the night-winds, down the Tsst edges drear 

And naked shingles of the world. 
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On the Shortness of Time 

Ah, love, let ns be true 

To one another ! for the world, which seems 

To lie before ns like a land of dreams, 

So yarions, so beantif ol, so new. 

Hath really neither joj, nor love, nor light, 

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain ; 

And we are here as on a darkling plain 

Swept with confos'd alarms of struggle and flight. 

Where ignorant armies clash by night. 

Matthew Arnold 



ON THE SHORTNESS OF TIME 

IF I could live without the thought of death. 
Forgetful of Time's waste, the soul's decay, 
I would not ask for other joy than breath 
With light and sound of birds and the sun's ray. 
I could sit on untroubled day by day 
Watching the grass grow, and the wild flowers range 
From blue to yellow and from red to grey 
In natural sequence as the seasons change. 
I could afford to wait, but for the hurt 
Of this dull tick of time which chides my ear. 
But now I dare not sit with loins ungirt 
And staff unlifted, for death stands too near. 
I must be up and doing — ay, each minute. 
The grave gives time for rest when^we are in it. 

WlLTBm SCAWEN BlUKT 
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SOUL AND BODY 

WHERE wert thou, Soul, ere yet my body bom 
Became thy dwelling-place ? Didst thou on 
earth, 
Or in the clouds, await this body's birth ? 
Or by what chance upon that winter's mom 
Didst thou this body find, a babe forlorn ? 
Didst thou in sorrow enter, or in mirth ? 
Or for a jest, perchance, to try its worth 
Thou tookest flesh, ne'er from it to be torn ? 
Nay, Soul, I will not mock thee; well I know 
Thou wert not on the earth, nor in the sky; 
For with my body's growth thou too didst grow; 
But with that body's death wilt thou too die ? 
I know not, and thou canst not tell me, so 
In doubt well go together, — ^thou and I. 

Samuel Waddikoton 

THE LOST PLEIAD 

GONE, gone I 
O, never more to cheer 
The mariner who holds his course alone 
On the Atlantic, through the weary night. 
When the stars turn to watchers and do sleep. 
Shall it appear. 

With the sweet fixedness of certain light, 
Down-shining on the shut eyes of the deep I 

And lone. 

Where its first splendors shone, 

Shall be that pleasant company of stars : 
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Siva 

How should they know that death 

Such perfect beauty mars; 

And, like the earth, its common bloom and breath, 

Fallen from on high. 

Their lights grow blasted by its touch, and die — 

All their concerted springs of harmony, 

Snapp'd rudely, and the generous music gone. 

A strain— a mellow strain — 
Of wailing sweetness, fill'd the earth and sky; 
The stars lamenting in unborrow'd pain 
That one of the selectest ones must die; 
Must Tanish, when most lovely, from the rest I 
Alas 1 'tis ever more the destiny. 
The hope, the heart-cherish'd, is the soonest lost ; 
The flower first budded soonest feels the frost : 
Are not the shortest-liyed still loveliest ? 
And like the pale star shooting down the sky. 
Look they not ever brightest when they fly 
The desolate home they bless'd ? 

William Gilmork Simms 

SIVA 

I AM the God of the sensuous fire 
That molds all Nature .in forms divine ; 
The symbols of death and of man's desire. 

The springs of change in the world, are mine ; 
The organs of birth and the circlet of bones. 
And the light loves carved on the temple stones. 
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Siva 

I am the lord of delighia and pwiit 

Of the pest that IdUeth, of fniitfid jojs t 

I rule the currents of heart and yein ; 
A tonch gives passion, a look destroys ; 

In the heat and oold of mj lightest hreath 

Is the might incarnate of Lost and Death. 

If a thousand altars stream with Uood 
Of the yiotims slain by the chanting prieaty 

Is a great God lured by the savory food? 
I reck not of worship, or song, or feast ; 

Bnt that millions perish, each honr that flies, 

Is the mystic sign of my sacrifice. 

Ye may plead and pray for the millions bom ; 

They come like dew on the morning grass ; 
Your TOWS and ^vigils I hold in scorn, 

The stage stays ncTcr, the stages pass ; 
All life is the play of the power that stirs 
In the dance of my wanton worshipers. 

And the strong, swift river my shrine below 
It rons, like man, its unending course 

To the boundless sea from eternal snow ; 
Mine is the Fonntain— and mine the Force 

That spurs all nature to ceaseless strife ; 

And my image is Death at the gates of Life. 

In many a legend and many a shape, 

In the solenm grove and the crowded street, 

I am the Slayer, whom none escape ; 

I am Death, trod under a fair girl's feet ; 
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Siva 

I govern the tides of the sentient sea 
That ebbs and flows to eternity. 

And the smn of the thought and the knowledge of man 
Is the secret tale that my emblems tell ; 

Do yon seek God's purpose, or trace his plan ? 
Ye may read your doom in my parable : 

For the circle of life in its flower and &11 

Is the writing that runs on my temple walL 

O race that labors, and seeks, and strives, 

With thy Faith, thy wisdom, thy hopes and fears, 

Where now is the Future of myriad lives ? 
Where now is the creed of a thousand years ? 

Far as the Western spirit may range. 

It finds but the travail of endless change. 

For the earth is foshioned by countless suns. 
And planets wander, and stars are lost, 

As the rolling flood of existence runs 
From light to shadow, from fire to frost. 

Your search is ended, ye hold the keys 

Of my inmost ancient mysteries. 

Now that your hands have lifted the veil, 

And the crowd may know what my symbols mean, 

Will not the faces of men turn pale 

At the sentence heard, and the vision seen 

Of strife and sleep, of the soul's brief hour. 

And the careless tread of unyielding Power ? 

Though the world repent of its cruel youth, 
And in age grow soft, and its hard law bend, 
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When We Are All Asleep 

Ye may spare or slaughter ; by rage or mth 

All forms speed on to the still far end ; 
For the gods who have mercy, who save or bless, 
Are the visions of man in his hopefulness. 

Let my temples fttll, they are dark with age ; 

Let my idols break, they have stood their day ; 
On their deep hewn stones the primeval sage 

Has figored the spelk that endure alway ; 
My presence may vanish from river and grove. 
But I role forever in Death and Love. 

Snt AuTBED Ltaix 

WHEN WE ARE ALL ASLEEP 

WHEN He retnms, and finds the world so drear. 
All sleeping, young and old, unfair and fair. 
Will He stoop down and whisper in each ear, 
« Awaken I " or for pity's sake forbear. 
Saying, << How shall I meet their frozen stare 
Of wonder, and their eyes so full of fear ? 
How shall I comfort them in their despair. 
If they cry out < Too late, let us sleep here ' ? " 
Perchance He will not wake us up, but when 
He sees us look so happy in our rest. 
Will murmur, " Poor dead women and dead men ! 
Dire was their doom, and weary was their quest. 
Wherefore wake them into life again ? 
Let them sleep on untroubled — ^it is best." 

Robert Buchakak 
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DE MORTUIS NIL NISI BONUM 

D£ mortnis nil nud bonnjn. When 
For me the end haa come and I am dead» 
And little, Toluble, chattering daws of men 

Peck at me cnrionslyy let it then be said 
By some one biaTe enough to speak the troth. 

Here lies & great sonl killed by emel wrong. 
Down all the balmy days of his fresh youth 

To his bleak, desolate noon, with sword and song, 
And speech that rushed up hotly from the hearti 

He wrought for liberty ; till his own wound, 
(He had been stabbed) concealed with painful art 

Through wasting years, mastered him and he 
swooned. 
And sank there where yon see him lying now, 
With that word Failure written on his brow. 

But say that he soeoeeded. If he missed 

World's honors and world's plaudits, and the wage 
Of the world's deft lackeys, still his lips were kissed 

Daily by those high angels who assuage 
The thirstings of the poets — ^f or he was 

Bom unto singing — and & burden lay 
Mightily on him, and he moaned because 

He could not rightly utter to his day 
What God taught in the night Sometimes, natheless 

Power fell upon him, and bright tongues of flame 
And blessings reached him from poor souls in stress ; 

And benedictions from black pits of shame ; 
And. little children's love ; and old men's prayers ; 
And a Great Hand that led him unawares. 
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De Mortuis Nil Nisi Bonum 

So he died rich. And if his eyes were blnrred 

With thick films — silence, for he is in his grave. 
Greatly he suffered ; greatly, too, he erred ; 

Yet broke his heart in trying to be braye. 
Nor did he wait till Freedom had become 

The popular shibboleth of courtiers' lips ; 
But smote for her when God himself seemed dumb, 

And all his arching skies were in eclipse ; 
He was aweary, but he fought his fight. 

And stood for simple manhood ; and was joyed 
To see the august broadening of the light. 

And new earths heaving heayenward from the void. 
He loved his fellows, and their love was sweet — 
Plant daisies at his head and at his feet. 

RiCHABD Rbalf 

BottUer Johntont in LiPraiooTT*s IfAo^zonB, ICaroh, 1879 : 
Bichaid Realf wm an BnglUh peMant, born near Brighton, Snaaex, 
in 1834. A« a boy his poetio talenta attracted the interert of Lady 
Byron and Rev. Frederick W. Boberteon. He came to New York in 
1864; in 1862 he enlisted in the Northern Army ; at the doie of the 
war he became a journalist. His career was now one of bitter mis- 
fortune ; his poems, thrown off as mere incidents in his newqtaper 
work, have nerer been collected and published. They evince rare 
powers of thought, feeling, and expression. Richard Realf died, by his 
own hand, in Ban Franciseo, in 1878, haTiag just wittten the lines, 
•*De movtnis nil nisi bonum." n 
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SOUL AND BODY 

BEFORE the beginniiig of yean 
There came to the making of man 
Time, with a gift of tears ; 

Grief, with a glass that ran ; 
Pleasure, with sin for leaven ; 

Summer, with flowers that fell ; 
Remembrance, fallen from heayen ; 

And madness, risen from hell ; 
Strength, without hands to smite ; 

Love, that endures for a breath ; 
Night, the shadow of light ; 

And life, the shadow of death. 

And the hi^ goda took in hand 

Fire and the falling of tears, 
And a measure of sliding sand 

From under the feet of the years. 
And froth and drift of the sea, 

And dust of the laboring earth. 
And bodies of things to be 

In the houses of death and of birth. 
And wrought with weeping and laughter. 

And fashioned with loathing and love, 
With life before and after, 

And death beneath and above, 
For a night and a day and a morrow. 

That his strength might endure for a span. 
With travail and heavy sorrow. 

The holy spirit of man. 
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Bubbles 

From the winds of the North and the South 

They gathered ns unto strife ; 
They breathed up in his mouth. 

They filled his body with life ; 
Eyesight and speeoh they wrought 

For the veils of the soul therein « 
A time for labor and thought, 

A time to serve and to sin ; 
They gave him light in his ways, 

And love, and a space for deli^^t. 
And beauty and length of days. 

And night, and sleep in the night. 
His speech is a burning fire ; 

With his lips he travaileth ; 
In his heart is a blind desire, 

In his eyes f oieknowlec^ of death. 
He weaves, and is olothed indMuion ; 

Sows, and he shall net la^^ i 
His life is a watch or a^iwoB. 

Between a sleep and a sleep. 

ALGEBirdir Chabugb SwtMUBn 



BUBBLES 
I 

I STOOD on the brink in childhood, 
And watched the bubbles go 
From the rock-fretted, sunny ripple 
To the smoother tide below ; 
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Bubbles 

And OTer the white ozeek bottoimy 

Under them eyexy one, 
Went golden stars in the water. 

All Inminons with the snn. 

But the bnbhles broke on the sorfMe ; 

And under, the stars of gold 
Broke ; and the hurrying water 

Flowed onward, swift and ookL 

n 

I stood on the brink in manhood^ 
And it eame to m j weary bxain. 

And my heart, so dnll and heavy 
After the years of pain, — 

That every hollowest bubble 
Which over my life had passed 

Still into its deeper current 
Some heavenly gleam had cast ; 

That however I mocked it gayly. 
And guessed at its hollowness. 

Still shone, with each bursting bubble, 
One star in my soul the less. 

William Dsak Howelu 

Oopjrifht 1888, by Honghton, MUBin A do. 
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THE MIBAGE 

I SEE a city fair and bright, 
With glittering dome and lofty tower, 
As gliding onward through the night 
We tell the lonely midnight honr. 

I seem to see a busy throng 

Upon its dimly outlined shore ; 
I listen for a borst of song — 

I hark for plash of falling oar, 

In yain I Eternal silence swings 
Around that city's gleaming walls, 

Within it is no voice that sings. 
From out its port no echo falls. 

We draw no nearer to its gate. 

We enter not those portals fair. 
For as the hour grows chill and late 

It Tanishes into the air ! 

Oh, Phantom City of the Plain, 

Whose mocking lights illusive gleam. 
Our lives are spent in quest as vain. 
We wake, and lo, 'twas all a dream ! 

YoLNET Streamer 
Southern Pacific Railway ^ November 18, 1888. 
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DOtTBT 

9^nr^IS nature's law: that once at rest, 
X '3flie boulder should f oroTer lie 
UnmoTed beneath the placid sky, 
Asleep upon earth's qniet breast; 

That onee in motion, worlds shall sweep 

Forever on their destined way; 

That, through the night and through the day, 
Unswerred their pathways they should keep. 

And so the mind of man would eling 
Forever to its old-time &ith. 
Whatever word the new age saith. 

Whatever light the new suns bring. 

Unquiet are the waves of doubt 
That toss forever round the world, 
On which our restless ships are whirled 

As tides flow in and tides flow out 

But rotting on the oozy strands, 
Our ships would crumble and decay, 
Did not the waves about them play. 

And sweep them off to other lands. 

MmoT JuDSON Savaob 

Gopjxight 1883, bj Oeorga H. XUia 
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A SADDUCEE'S VIEW 

TlM nine day eame to him tbe 8>ddiiee<«, wliieh mj than k no 
n«nxreetioii.~Bt. MatUiow, xzli, 23. 

PBIMITiyE man saw the reflection of his face in 
streams or crystals; he heard the echo of his Toice 
returned from clifEs ; he dreamed dreams into which the 
living and the dead came and went without distinction; 
little wonder that he began to beUeye in « doubles," 
that he imagined himself to be possessed of a <<soul,*' 
separable from his body and surriTing his body's death. 
Nor were moral feelings wanting in support of his 
&ith. Many a good man's life was miserable ; many 
another life, happy enough, was abruptly ended at its 
very dawn. Surely, he thought, there must be another 
state of being to redress the wrongs and hardships of 
this. 

But with adyancing knowledge the old faith retires. 
Immanence is the key-thought of modem philosophy. 
Man is no longer regarded as two beings, but as one. 
Nature is viewed as moving by inherent, not external 
f oroes : the attempt to account for Nature by Super* 
nature is detected as verbal merely — no genuine 
thought standing behind the words. It is felt that 
whatever may be the link between mind and body, if 
indeed they be not twin manifestations of the swae 
thing, nothing is gained by positing a ** spirit " in es* 
planation. 

13ie aneient faith in the immortal « soul *' is under- 
minedbythe progress of knowledge at other pdnts. 
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A Sadducee's View 

Man has learned to parry the evil f oroes of natme ; 
pain is abolished by anesthetics ; disease is not simply 
ousted by scores of new weapons, it is in many cases 
absolutely denied any foothold whatever. Thanks, 
also, to new knowledge, positiTe pleasures abound and 
superabound where of old they were unknown and 
unimagined. Comforts, luxuries, ministries to the best 
tastes and highest feelings, are fast passing from the 
few to the whole body of the people. Man is to-day 
the master of his fate as never before. Life lengthens 
at the same time that it becomes better worth having 
while it lasts. When one sees a youth cut off on the 
very threshold of his career, there is a suggestion that 
the broken arc of his life may be prolonged in another 
state of being. But when one sees an old man who has 
lived according to knowledge, with faculties fading as 
gradually as they awakened eighty or ninety years 
before, one is looking not at a broken arc, but at a full 
circle — ^whose completed round has no suggestion of 
aught beyond the grave. It is this old man, not the 
youth prematurely cut off, who is the type of the com- 
ing man — who will rejoice that he was bom, who, 
happy and contented, partly by virtue of the moral 
struggle which will always remain, will need no '* con- 
solations " and ask none, resigning Great Expectations 
of life beyond the stars as proper only to the childhood 
of the race. He will need no Faith, he will See : he 
will lean on no Hope, he will Have. 

Unknown. 
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FAITH 

THERE 18 a starUing legend that is known 
To Spanish sohohm : how the fertile land 
For years was raTaged by a robber band, 
Led by a knight with yisor ever down ; 

And how, at last, when he was oyerthrown. 
The shape whioh made so desperate a stand 
And qnivered still, was fonnd to be, when seann'd, 

A suit of armor, empty heel to crown. 

Naught fights like Emptiness. Beneath the veil 

Of Islam's warlike Prophet, from Bagdad 
To BoncoTanx, it made the nations qnail; 

And once, as Templar and Crusader clad. 

It shook the world. Ev'n now, Faith's empty mail 
Still writhes and straggles with the life it had. 

Eugene Lke-Hamelton 

Copyziffht 1894, I7 BtOM A KimlMU 

A RECUSANT 

THE Church stands there beyond the orchard- 
blooms; 
How yearningly I gaze upon its spire I 
Lifted mysterious through the twilight glooms. 

Dissolving in the sunset's golden fire, 

Or dim as slender incense mom by mom 

Ascending to the blue and open sky. 
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Beyond 

ForeTer when my heart feels most forlorn 

It mnrmiim to me with a weary sigh. 
How sweet to enter in, to kneel and pray 

With all the others whom we lore so well I 
All disbelief and donbt might pass away, 

All peace float to us with its Sabbath beU. 
Conscience replies, There is but one good rest, 
Whose head is pillowed npon Truth's pnre breast. 

Jambs Thomson 

BEYOND 

THERE'S a fancy some lean to and others hate — 
That, when this life is ended begins 
New work for the soul in another state. 

Where it strives and gets weary, loses and wins ; 
Where the strong and the weak, this world's congeries, 

Bepeat in large what they practiced in small. 
Through life after life in nnlimit>ed series ; 
Only the scale's to be changed, that's all. 

Yet I hardly know. When a sonl has seen 
By the means of Evil that Good is best. 
And, through earth and its noise, what is heaTcn's 



When our faith in the same has stood the test — 
Why, the child grown man, you bum the rod, 

The uses of labor are surely done ; 
There remaineth a rest for the people of God : 

And I have had troubles enough, for one. 

BOBBBT BbOWHIKO 
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Light on the Cloud 



There is nothing eUher good or bad. 
But thuUbing makes it so. 

Shaespere 

He that planted the ear, shaU h^ not heart 
He that formed (he eye, shaU he not see t 
He that teacheth man knowledge, shaU he not know f 

Psalm XCIV 

To hope and not to be impatient is really to believe. 

Geobob Meredith 



DOUBT 

THEY bade me oast the tbing away, 
They pointed to my hands all bleeding. 
They listened not to all my pleading ; 
The thing I meant I oonld not say : 
I knew that I should roe the day 
If onoe I east that thing away. 

I grasped it flnn» and bore the pain ; 
The thorny hnsks I stripped and scattered ; 
If I oonld reach its heart, what mattered 

If other men saw not my gain. 

Or even if I should be slain ? 

I knew the risks ; I chose the pain. 

Oh, had I cast that thing away, 
1 had not f onnd what most I cherish, 
A faith without which I should perish, 
The faith which, like a kernel, lay 
Hid in the hnsks which on that day 
My instinct would not throw away I 

Helbn HuiiT Jackson 

Copytlsfat 1888, by Roberta Bnttam 
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THE SACRED MYTHS 

We read the pagans' saored books with profit and 
delight. With myth and fable we are eyer charmed, 
and find ft pleasure in the endless repetition of the 
beautifoly poetie, and absurd. We find, in all these 
records of the past, philosophies and dreams, and 
efforts stained with tears of great and tender soob, 
who tried to pierce the mystery of life and death, to 
answer the eternal questions of the Whence and 
Whither, and yaialy sought to make, with bits of 
shattered glass, a mirror that would in eyery breath 
reflect the face and form of Nature's perfect self. 

These myths were bom of hopes, and fears, and 
tears, and smiles, and they were touched and colored 
by all there is of joy and grief between the rosy dawn 
of birth and death's sad night. They clothed CTen 
the stars with passion, and gaye to gods the yirtues, 
faults, and frailties of the sons of men. In them, the 
winds and wayes were music, and all the lakes, and 
streams, and springs — the mountains, woods, and per- 
fumed dells, were haunted by a thousand fairy forms. 
They thrilled the veins of Spring with tremulous 
desire ; made tawny Summer's billowed breast the 
throne and home of Iotc ; filled Autumn's arms with 
sun-kissed grapes and gathered sheaTCs; and pictured 
Winter as a weak old king, who felt, like Lear, upon 
his withered face, Cordelia's tears. These myths, 
though false, are beautiful, and have for many ages, 
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The Pantheist's Song of Imnfiortality 

and in eoonilesB wftys, enriched the heart, and kindled 
thought. But if the world were taught that all these 
things are true, and all inspired of God, and that 
eternal punishment will be the lot of him who dares 
deny or doubt, the sweetest myth of all the Fable- 
World will lose its beauty and become a scorned and 
hateful thing to OTery braye and thoughtful man. 

BOBBBT G. IkOBBSOLL 

Prwe Poems 

Oopjiight 18M, by 0. P- l^unU 



THE PANTHEIST'S SONG OF IMMORTALITY 

BBING snow-white lilies, pallid heart-flushed roses, 
Enwreathe her brow with heavy scented flowers ; 
In soft undreaming sleep her head reposes, 
Whfle, unregietted, pass the sunlit hours. 

Few sorrows did she know — and all are over ; 

A thousand joys — but they are all forgot ; 
Her life was one fair dream of friend and lover. 

And were they false ah well, she knows it not 

Look in her &ce and lose thy dread of dying ; 

Weep not that rest will come, that toil will cease ; 
Is it not well to lie as she is lying. 

In utter silence, and in perfect peace ? 

Canst thou repine that sentient days are numbered ? 

Death is unconscious Life, that waits for birth ; 
£k> didst thou live, while yet thine embryo slumbered. 

Senseless, unbreathing, even as heaven and earth. 
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The Pantheist's Song of Immortality 

Then Bhrink no more from Death, though life he glad- 



Nor seek him» restlew in thy lonely pain ; 
The law of joy ordaina each hour of aadneaa. 
And firm or frail, thou canst not live in Tain. 

What though thy name by no sad lips be spoken, 
And no fond heart shall keep thy memory green ? 

Thou yet shalt leaye thine own enduring token, 
For earth is not as though thou ne'er hadst been. 

See yon broad current, hasting to the ocean. 
Its ripples glorious in the western red : 

Each wayelet passes, trackless ; yet its motion 
Has changed for evermore the riyer bed. 

Ah, "vdieref ore weep, although the form and fashion 
Of what thou seemest fades like sunset flame ? 

The uncreated Source of toil and passion 
Through everlasting change abides the same. 

Yes, thou shalt die ; but these almighty forces, 
That meet to form thee, live for evermore ; 

They hold the suns in their eternal courses. 
And shape the tiny sand-grains on the shore. 

Be calmly glad, thine own true kindred seeing 
In fire and storm, in flowers with dew impearled ; 

Rejoice in thine imperishable being. 

One with the essence of the boundless world. 

CONSTANCB CaROUNS WoODHIIX NaDKN 
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THE BEAUTIFUL CTIT 

THE Beaatif al City I forever 
Its rapturous praises resoimd ; 
We fain would behold it — ^Imt neyer 

A glimpse of its glory is found : 
We slacken onr lips at the tender 

White breasts of our mothers to hear 
Of its manrelons beauty and splendor ; — 
We see — but the gleam of a tear I 

Yet neyer the story may tire ns — 

First graTon on symbols of stone- 
Rewritten on scrolls of papyms, 

And parchmenti and scattered and blown 
By the winds of the tongues of all Nations, 

like a litter of leaves wildly whirled 
Down the rack of a hundred translations. 

From the earliest lisp of the world. 

We compass the earth and the ocean. 

From the Orient's uttermost light, 
To where the hist ripple of motion 

Lips hem of the skirt of the night,— 
But The Beautiful City evades i 

No spire of it glints in the i 
No glad-bannered battlement shades us 

When all our long journey is done. 
OopyTight 1887, by JamM WUteomb Bfley 
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The Beautiful City 

Wbere lies it ? We question and listen ; 

We lean from the monntainy or mast, 
And see but duU earth, or the glisten 

Of seas inconceiyablj vast ; 
The dust of the one blurs our vision — 

The glare of the other our brain, 
Nor city nor island elysian 

In all of the land or the main I 

We kneel in dim fanes where the thunders 

Of organs tumultuous roll, 
And the longing heart listens and wonders. 

And the eyes look aloft from the soul. 
But the chanson grows fainter and fainter, 

Swoons wholly away and is dead ; 
And our eyes only reach where the painter 

Has dabbled a saint overhead. 

The Beautiful City ! O Mortal, 

Fare hopefully on in thy quest, 
Pass down through the green grassy portal 

That leads to the YaUey of Best, 
There first passed the One who, in pity 

Of all thy great yearning, awaits 
To point out The Beautiful City, 

And loosen the trump at the gates. 

James Whitcomb Bilet 
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BEHIND THE VEIL 

THE wish that of the living whole 
No life may fail beyond the grave. 
Derives it not from what we have 
The likest God within the soul ? 

Are Crod and Natnre then at strife, 

That Natnre lends snch evil dreams ? 
So carefol of the type she seems» 

So careless of the single life ; 

That I, considering everywhere 

Her secret meaning in her deeds, 
And finding that of fifty seeds 

She often brings but one to bear, 

I falter where I firmly trod, 

And falling with my weight of cares 
Upon the great world's altar-stairs 

That slope through darkness np to God, 

I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope, 
And gather dust and chaff, and call 
To what I feel is Lord of all. 

And faintly trust the larger hope. 

«< So careful of the type ? " But no. 

From scarped cliff and quarried stone 
She cries, « A thousand types are gone : 

I care for nothing, all shall go. 

71 



Behind the Veil 

«< ThoQ makest thine appeal to me : 
I bring to life, 1 bring to death : 
The Bpirit does bat mean the breath : 

I know no more." And he, shall he, 

Man, her last irork, who seem'd so fair. 
Such splendid purpose in his eyes. 
Who roird the psalm to wintry skies. 

Who built him fanes of fmitless prayer. 

Who tmsted God was loTe indeed 
And love Creation's final law, — 
Tho' Natnre, red in tooth and claw 

With rarine, shriek'd against his ereed, — 

Who loyed, who suffered countless ills. 
Who battled for the True, the Just, 
Be blown abont the desert dust, 

Or seal'd within the iron hills ? 

No more ? A monster then, a dream, 
A discord. Dragons of the prime. 
That tear each other in their slime. 

Were mellow music matched with him. 

O life as futile, then, as frail ! 

O for thy yoice to soothe and bless I 
What hope of answer, or redress ? 
Behind the yeil, behind the yeil. 

Alfbxd, Lobb TunrrsoK 

In Memoriam 
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OPTIMISM AND PESSIMISM 

I ASSURE jofk in all eamestneflfl, speakmg as an 
idealist, as one who longs to have men recognijEe 
the spiritual order, to believe in the supremacy of the 
good in this our world, to rise above sense, and to feel 
secure of the rationality of the uniyerse, — speaking 
thus, I still regard as one of the most lamentable and 
disheartening features in our modem life the dreary 
opposition between those who, studying the order of 
nature as science shows it, remain agnostic about the 
spiritual realities of the world, and those who, on the 
other hand, belicTing, as they say, in a diTine order, 
remain gently optimistio, and refuse to look at the 
woes and horrors of the world of Darwin and sdenee, 
because forsooth, since the Lord reigns, all must be 
right with the world. Thus on the one hand we have 
a romantic idealism that Iotbs with false liberalism, to 
cheapen religious faith by ignoring all the graver 
dogmas of the traditional creeds, that invents mean- 
while sodal Utopias, that denies the profound way- 
wardness and wickedness of human nature, and that 
refuses to grapple by the throat the real evils of life; 
while on the other hand we have an agnosticism that 
refuses to believe in the spiritual, because once for all 
there is so much mischief in the phenomenal order of 
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The Spectrum 

nature. A genvine syntheBis of ihif optimiflm and its 
opposing pessimism, a spiritual idealism that does not 
deny the reality and the graTity of eyil, a religion 
that looks forward to the day of the liord as to some- 
thing very great and therefore yery serious, and that 
accepts life as something Talnable enough to be tragic 
— this is what we need. Josiah Rotcb 

The spirit of modem pkUoiophy 
Copyriglit 1892, 1^ Joaiah Boyoe 



THE SPECTRUM 

HOW many colors do we see set. 
Like rings upon God's finger? Some say three. 
Some f onr, some six, some seyen. All agree 
To left of red, to right of yiolet. 
Waits darkness deep as night and black as jet. 
And so we know what Noah saw we see. 
Nor less nor more~«f God's emblazonry 
A shred— -a sign of glory known not yet. 
If red can glide to yellow, green to bine, 
What joys may yet await oor wider eyes 
When we rewake upon a wider shore I 
What deep pulsations exquisite and new 1 
What keener, swifter raptures may surprise 
Men bom to see the rainbow and no more I 

Cosmo Monkhouss 
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THERE IS A WOUND WITHIN ME 

THERE is a wound within me, 'tis a wound 
That lies too deep for tears, and many a while, 
While that is around me seems to smile. 
Within my heart of hearts a knell doth sound. 
Not of this world ; a cloud dark and profound 
Is o'er me, and though brighter thoughts beguile, 
And, like the sun, behind a cloudy pile. 
Bright gleams from One beyond that cloud have bound. 
Yet 'tis a cloud, for I have pierced deep 
The side of One that must be All in All. 
In this dread calm, if unto Thee I call, 
'Tis not that Thou my wounded soul wouldst steep 
With aught of gladness ; but that I, through Thee, 
May daily put me on more deep humility. 

Isaac Williams 
The Golden Valley 

HUMAN BETTERMENT 

THAT man, as a apolitical animal," is susceptible 
of a Tast amount of improvement, by education, 
by instruction, and by the application of his intelligence 
to the adaptation of the conditions of life to his higher 
needs, I entertain not the slightest doubt. But, so long 
as he remains liable to error, intellectual or moral ; so 
long as he is compelled to be perpetually on guard against 
the cosmio f wees, whose ends are not his ends, without 
and within himself ; so long as he is hamited by inex- 
pugnable memories and hopeless aspirations ; as long 
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Brahma 

M the leoognition of his intelleotiud limitations forces 
him to acknowledge his incapacity to penetrate the mys- 
tery of existence ; the prospect of attaining untroubled 
happiness, or of a state which can, even remotely, de- 
serre the title of perfection, appears to me as mislead- 
ing an illusion as ever was dangled before the eyes of 
poor humanity. And there haye been many of them. 
That which lies before the human race is a constant 
struggle to maintain and improve, in opposition to a State 
of Nature, the State of Art of an organized polity ; in 
which, and by which, man may develop a worthy civili- 
zation, capable of maintaining and constantly improy- 
ing itself, until the evolution of our globe shall have 
entered so far upon its downward course that the 
cosmic process resumes its sway ; and, once more, the 
State of Nature prevails over the surface of our planet. 
Thomas Hknbt Huzlet 

Evolutian and Eihic$ 



BRAHMA 

IT the red slayer thinks he slays. 
Or if the slain thinks he is slain, 
They know not well the subtle ways 
I keep, and pass, and turn again. 

Far or forgot to me is near. 

Shadow and sunlight are the same ; 
The vanished gods to me appear. 

And one to me are shame and fame. 
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Awakening 

Tbtty reckon ill who leave me out. 

When me they fly, I am the wings ; 
I am the doubter and the doubt. 

And I the hymn the Brahman sings. 

The strong gods pine for my abode. 
And pine in yain the sacred seyen ; 

But thou, meek lover of the good, 
Find me, and torn thy back on heaven. 

Ralph Waldo £meb80N 



AWAKENING 

WITH brain o'erwom, with heart a summer clod, 
With eye so practiced in each form around,—- 
And all forms mean, — ^to glance above the ground 
Irks it, each day of many days we plod, 
Tongue-tied and deaf, along life's common road ; 
But suddenly, we know not how, a sound 
Of living streams, an odor, a flower crowned 
With dew, a lark upspringing from the sod. 
And we awake. O joy of deep amaze I 
Beneath the everlasting hills we stand. 

We hear the voices of the morning seas. 
And earnest prophesyings in the land. 
While from the open heaven leans forth at gaze 
The encompassing great cloud of witnesses. 

Edwabd Dowdbn 
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THE CIRCUIT OF BEING 

THE snowflake that glistens at mom on Kailasa, 
Dissolyed by the sunbeams, descends to the 
plain; 
Then, mingling with Gnnga, it floats to the ocean, 
And lost in its waters returns not again. 

On the roseleaf at sunrise bright glistens the dewdrop 
That in rapor exhaled falls in nourishing rain; 

Then in rills back to Gunga through green fields 
meanders, 
Till onward it flows to the ocean again. 

A snowflake still whitens the peak of Kailasa, 
But the snowflake of yesterday flows to the main; 

At dawning a dewdrop still hangs on the roseleaf. 
But the dewdrop of yesterday comes not again. 

The soul that is freed from the bondage of nature 
Escapes from illusions of joy and of pain; 

And, pure as the flame that is lost in the sunbeams, 
Ascends unto Grod, and returns not again. 

It comes not and goes not, it comes not again. 

Uhkkowk 

Credited to a mieaioiuury in Kortheni Indl* 



SUPERSTITION IS PRIMITiyE SCIENCE 
^HEN people like the American Indians or the 
African negroes belicTe that the air around 
them is swarming with invisible spirits, this is not non» 
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Superstition is Primitive Science 

sense. They mean that life is full of accidents which 
do not happen of themselyes; and when in their rude 
philosophy they say the spirits make them happen, this 
is finding the most distinct causes which their minds 
can understand. 

We know how strong our own desire is to account 
for everything. The desire is as strong among barhar- 
ians, and accordingly they derise such explanations as 
satisfy their minds. But they are apt to go a stage 
further, and their explanations turn into the form of 
stories with names of places and persons, thus becom- 
ing full-made myths. Educated men do not now con- 
sider it honest to make fictitious history in this way, 
but people of untrained mind, in what is called the 
myth-making stage, which has lasted on from the sav- 
age period, and has not quite disappeared among our- 
selves, have no such scruples about converting their 
guesses at what may have happened, into the most life- 
like stories of what they say did happen. 

The notion of soul or spirit helped men on to the 
notion of cause. When the cause of anything presents 
itself to the ancient mind as a kind of soul or spirit, 
then the cause or spirit of summer, sleep, hope, justice, 
comes easily to look like a person. 

The African or Hindu explains that he believes a 
stock or stone to be a receptacle in which a divine 
spirit has for a time embodied itself. 

Edwabd B. Ttlor 

AfUhropoloffy 
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PROSPICE 

FEAR defttli? to feel the fog in my thtotA, 
The milt in my faoe. 
When the snows begin, and the blasts denote 

I am nearing the place, 
The po^er of the night, the piess of the storm, 

The post of the foe ; 
Where he stands, the Arch Fear, in a yisible form, 

Yet the strong man most go. 
For the joomey is done and the snmmit attained. 

And the barriers fall. 
Though a battle's to fight ere the gnerdon be gain'd, 

The reward of it all. 
I was ever a fighter, so one fight more. 

The best and the last I 
I would hate that death bandaged my eyes, and forbore 

And bade me creep past. 
No I let me taste the whole of it, fare like my peers 

The heroes of old. 
Bear the brunt, in a minute pay glad life's arrears 

Of pain, darkness, and cold. 
For sudden the worst turns the best to the braye. 

The black minute's at end. 
And the elements' rage, the fiend-voioes that rave. 

Shall dwindle, shall blend. 
Shall change, shall become first a peaoe out of pain. 

Then a light, then thy breast, 
O thou soul of my soul ! I shall dasp thee again. 

And with (rod be the rest. 

BOBBBT BrOWNINO 
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OUB SHABE OF NIGHT TO BEAR 

OUB shaie of oightto bear. 
Our share of momingy 
Our blank in blin to fill, 
Our blank in Booming. 

Here a star, and there a atar. 

Some lose their way. 
Here a mitty and there a miat, 

Afterwarda— day I 

Emilt Dickinson 

Copyright 1880, by Bobarti Brattms 
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EXPLANATION, NOT ATTACK 
' O one of any sense or knowledge now thinks the 
Christian religion had its origin in deliberate 
impostnre. The modem freethinker does not attack 
it, he explains it. And what is more, he explains it 
by referring its growth to the better, and not to the 
worse, part of human nature. He traces it to men's 
cravings for a higher morality. He finds its source 
in their aspirations after nobler expression of that feel- 
ing for the incommensurable things, which is in truth 
under so many varieties of inwoyen pattern the com- 
mon uniyersal web of religious faith. 

John Moblkt 
On Ca 
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THE IMMORTAL MIND 

WHEN coldness wraps this suffering clay, 
Ah, whither strays the immortal mind ? 
It cannot die, it cannot stay. 

But leaves its darkened dust behind, 
Then, nnembodied, doth it trace 

By steps each planet's heavenly way 7 
Or fill at once the realms of space, 
A thing of eyes, that all surrey? 

Eternal, boundless, nndecayed, 

A thought unseen, but seeing all. 
All, all in earth or skies displayed. 

Shall it surrey, shall it recall ; 
Each fainter trace that memory holds 

So darkly of departed years. 
In one broad glance the soul beholds. 

And all that was at once appears. 

Before ereation peopled earth, 

Its eyes shall roll through chaos back ; 
And where the farthest heaven had birth. 

The spirit trace its rising track, 
And where the future mars or makes, 

Its glance dilate o'er all to be, 
While sun is quenched or system breaks, 

Fixed in its own eternity. 
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The Rise of the Doctrine of Evolution 

Aboye or love, hope, httei or fear, 

It lives all paasionlesB and pure : 
An age shall fleet like earihlj year ; 

Its years as moments sball endure. 
Away, away, without a wing, 

O'er aU, through all, its thonghts shall fly,— 
A nameless and eternal thing, 

Forgetting what it was to die. 

GsoBOE Gordon, Lord Btbon 



THE RISE OF THE DOCTRINE OF EVOLU- 
TION 

OUR language, our institutions, our beliefs, our 
ideals, whatever, in short, is mightiest and 
dearest in all our world, all this together is a slow and 
hard-won growth, nobody's arbitrary invention, no gift 
fiom above, no outoome of a social compact, no unme- 
diato expression of reason, but the slowly formed con- 
cretion of ages of blind effort, unconscious, but wise in 
its unconsciousness, often selfish, but humane even in its 
selfishness. The ideals win the battle of life by the 
secret connivance, as it were, of numberless seeming- 
ly un-ideal forces. Climate, hunger, commerce, au- 
thority, superstition, war, cruelty, toil, greed, conq»ro- 
mise, tradition, conservatism, loyalty, sloth, — all these 
cooperate, through countless ages, with a hundred 
other discernible tendencies, to build up civilization. 
And civilization itself is, in consequence, a much deeper 
thing than appears on the surface of the consciousness. 
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The Rise of the Doctrine of Evolution 

Instiiiet has a larger share in it than reasoning. Faith 
oonnts for more in it than insight. It embodies in 
conerete form that deeper self that the idealists loved 
to talk about. Yonr deeper self is plainly a sort of 
abstract and epitome of the whole history of humanity. 
A new and wiser form of the doctrine of metempsy- 
chosis occurs to you. The humanity that toiled and 
bled and worshiped of old has transmitted to you, in 
your language and institutions, in the ancient lore that 
your fathers teach you, in your prejudices^ in your 
faults, in your conscience, in your religion, the very 
soul of its agony and of its glory. You can read in 
history your personal instincts written in the language 
of evolution. You can watch the human spirit in its 
growth with a deeper sense of the « That art Thou " 
than you had ever before possessed. The metaphors 
of your heathen ancestors are crystallized in every 
word that you utter. The very horrors of their siq»er- 
stitions are the true though humble origin of your 
loftiest and most sacred devotions. Humanity never 
really forsakes its past. The days of mankind are 
bound each to each in mutual piety. 

JOSIAH BOTCB 

The BpirU of modem phUoiophy 
Copyright 1892, by JofUh Boyoe 
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LIKE ONE WHO WALKETH IN A PLENTBt 
OUS LAND 

LIKE one who walketh in a plenteous land. 
By flowing waters, under shady trees, 
Through sonny meadows, where the summer bees 
Feed in the thyme and clover ; on each hand 
Fair gardens lying, where of fruit and flower 
The bounteous season hath poured out its dower : 
Where saffron skies roof in the earth with light, 
And birds sing thankfully toward Heaven, while he 
With a sad heart walks through this jubilee, 
Beholding how beyond this happy land. 
Stretches a thirsty desert of gray sand. 
Where all the air ia one thick, leaden blight. 
Where all things dwarf and dwindle, — so walk I, 
Through my rich, present life, to what beyond doth lie. 
Frances Anne Kemble 



LIFE 

LIFE I I know not what thou art. 
But know that thou and I must part ; 
And when, or how, or where we met, 
I own to me's a secret yet. 
But this I know : when thou art fled. 
Where'er they lay these limbs, this head, 
No clod so valueless shall be 
As all that then remains of me. 
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Life 

Oh, whither, whither dost thou fly, 
Where bend nnseen thy traoklefls ooune, 
And in this strange divoroe, 
Ah, tell me where I must seek this componnd I ? 

To the Yast ocean of empyreal flame, 
From whence thy essence came. 
Dost thou thy flight pursue, when freed 
From matter's base encumbering weed 7 
Or dost thou, hid from sight, 
Wait like some spell-bound knight, 
Through blank oblivious years the appointed hour 
To break thy trance and reassume thy power ? 
Tet canst thou without thought or feeling be ? 
Oh, say, what art thou, when no more thou'rt thee 7 
Life I We'ye been long together 
Through pleasant and through cloudy weather ; 
rris hard to part when friends are dear ; 
Perhaps 'twill cost a sigh, a tear ; 
Then steal away, give little warning, 
Choose thine own time ; 
Say not Grood-night — ^but in some brighter clime 
Bid me Grood-moming. 

Anna Letftia Babbauld 
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MSCOUKSE OF MARCUS AURELroS 
^ ^ A BT thou in love with men's praises, get thee 
,l\t ^^ *^® ^^'y ^^ ®^ them, and see I — what 
judges they be, even in those matters which concern 
themselves. Wouldst thou have their praises after 
death, bethink thee, that the j who shall come hereafteri 
and with whom thou wouldst suryive bj thj great 
name, will be but as these, whom here thou hast found 
60 hard to live with. For, of a truth, his soul who 
is aflutter upon renown after death, presents not this 
aright to itself, that of all whose memory he would 
have, each one will likewise quickly depart, until 
memory herself be put out, as she journeys on by 
means of such as are themaelyes on the wing but for a 
while, and are extinguished in their turn. Making so 
much of those thou wilt neyer see ! It is as if thou 
wouldst haye had those who were before thee discourse 
fair things concerning thee. 

« To him, indeed, whose wit hath been whetted by 
true doctrine, that well-worn sentence of Homer suffic- 
eth, to g^uard him against regret and fear. 

Like the race of leaves 
The race of man is : — 

The wind tn autumn straws 

The earth with old leaves : then the spring the woods 

with new endows — 

Leayes ! little leayes ! — thy children, thy flatterers, 

thine enemies I Leayes in the wind, those who would 

deyote thee to darkness, who soom or miscall thee 
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Progress 

heie, OTen as they alio whoee great fame shall outlast 
them. For aU these, and the like of them, are bom in- 
deed in the spring season — and soon a wind hath scat- 
tered them, and thereafter the wood peopleth itself 
again with another generation of leayes. And what is 
common to all of them is bat the littleness of their 
lives : and yet wonldst thou love and hate, as if these 
things should continue for ever. In a little while thine 
eyes also will be dosed, and he on whom thou per- 
chance hast leaned thyself be himself a burden upon 
another." 

Walter Pater 
Mariu$ the Epicurean 

PB06RESS 

INS£CT and reptile, fish and bird and beast, 
Cast their worn robes aside fresh robes to don ; 

Tree, flower, and moss, put new year's raiment on ; 
Each natural type, the greatest as the least. 
Renews its vesture when the use hath ceased. 

How should man's spirit keep in unison 

With the world's law of outgrowth, save it won 
New robes and ampler as its girth increased ? 
Quit shrunken creed, and dwarfed philosophy I 

Let gently die an art's decaying fire ! 
Work on the ancient lines, but yet be free 

To leave and frame anew, if Crod inspire ! 
The planets change their surface as they roll : 
The force that binds the spheres must bind the soul. 

Henrt G. Hewlett 
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THE SPIDER 

A NOISELESS patient spider, 
I mark'd where on a little promontory it stood 

isolated, 
Mark'd how to explore the Tacant, Tast snrroimding, 
It launched forth filament, filament, filament, out of 

itself. 
Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them. 
And you O my soul where you stand. 
Surrounded, detached, in measureless oceans of space. 
Ceaselessly musing, yenturing, throwing, seeking the 

spheres to connect them, 
Till the bridge you need be formed, till the ductile 

anchor hold. 
Till the gossamer thread you fling, catch somewhere, 

O my soul. 

Walt Weotmak 

Oopyright 1881, by Walt Whitman 

mSTORY'S LESSON OF PATIENCE 

WE lose the reality of history, we fiul to recog- 
nize one of the most striking aspects of human 
affairs, and above all we miss that most invaluable 
practical lesson, the lesson of patience, unless we re- 
member that the great changes of history took up long 
periods of time which, when measured by the little life 
of man, are almost colossal, like the vast changes of 
geology. We know how long it takes before a species 
of plant or animal disappears in face of a better adapted 

89 



Evarra and His Gods 

speeies. IdMui and eoftoma, beUe& and institatioiis, 
have always lingered jatt as long in face of their sno- 
eeaaors, and the competition ia not leas keen nor less pro- 
longed, beeaose it is for one or other inevitably destined 
to be hopeless. History, like geology, demands the 
nse of the imagination, and in proportion as the exer- 
cise of the historic imagination is rigoronsly performed 
in thinking of the past, will be the breadth <^ onr con- 
ception of the changes which the future has in store 
for us, as well as of the length of time and the magni- 
tude of effort required for their perfect achieyement. 

JOHH MORLBT 

On Cottiptowu€ 

EYABRA AND HIS GODd 

Read here f 

Tkit it the HoTff ef Evarra — man — 

Maker of Oods in lands btpand the Ha. 
Because the city gave him of her gold, 
Because the caraTiuis bh>ught turqnoifeNis, 
Because his life tras siirilered b^ i^ Kikigv 
So that no man Should teaim him, iieue altouldfttiy. 
Or breidk his rest Irilk babble in IteilreMi 
When he was weaaty aflet toil, he maAi 
An imag:^ of hiil God In gold a*d j^eafl. 
With turquoise fuadem imd husMMa eyvl^ 
A wonder in the feunshine, known aAu^ 
And IroMd^ed hf the Kin^; but,dMlk witk fcMi, 
BociM^ ill* ^ bowod to ym fair 6eA» 
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Evarra and His Gods 

He trrote aboTe the sbrine : « Tlius Ood$ art maie^ 

And who90 makes them oiherwiee shaU die.** 

And all the eitj praised him. . . . Then he died. 



Read here the itory of . 

Maker of Oods tn landi beyond the sea. 
Becanae his citj had no wealth to giTe, 
Because the caravans were spoiled af air, 
Because his life was threatened hj the King, 
So that all men despised him in the strei&ts, 
He hacked the liring rock, with sweat and tears, 
And reared a Grod against the morning-gold, 
A terror in the sunshine, seen afsr, 
And worshiped by the King ; but, drank with pridci 
Beealise tiie eity fawned to bring him back. 
He tktVBd. upon the plinth : ** Thus Oods are nioite, 
AivSt whoso iiiakes them Merwise shdtt die.** 
And all the people praised him. . . Then he died. 



lUad here the story o/Evi 

Maker of Oods in lands beyond the sea. 
Because he lived among a simple Ml, 
Because his Tillage was between the hills, 
Because he smeared his cheeks with blood of ewesy 
He cut an idol ftom a fallen pine^ 
(teeiied bleed upon Its chei^ iknd mredged a itell 
Abore its htwH f ot ej^ and gaVe it foot 
Of Itailiiig iMn, and Raited stM# fbr 6tfnNL 
JMlUltiM Tillage praised him f <^ his ertifl» 
And brought him buHee, honeys kmlk, fuid evrae» 



Evarra and His Gods 

WherefoTO, beoanse the nhontings drove him mad. 
He scratched upon that log : « Thtu Gfods are madep 
And whoso makes them otherwise shall die.** 
And all the people praised him. . . Thenhedied. 

Read here the story of Evarra — man — 

Maker of Gods in lands beyond the sea. 
Because his God decreed one clot of blood 
Should swerye one hair's-breadth from the pulse's 

path, 
And chafe his brain, Eyarra mowed alone, 
Bag-wrapped, among the cattle in the fields. 
Counting his fingers, jesting with the trees. 
And mocking at the mist, until his Grod 
Drove him to labor. Out of dung and horns 
Dropped in the mire he made a monstrous God, 
Abhorrent, shapeless, crowned with plantain tufts, 
And when the cattle lowed at twilight time, 
He dreamed it was the clamor of lost crowds, 
And howled among the beasts : « Thus Oods are 

madep 
And whoso makes them otherwise shall die.*' 
Thereat the cattle bellowed. . . Then he died. 

Tet at the last he came to Paradise, 

And found his own four Gods, and that he wrote ; 

And marveled, being very near to Grod, 

What oaf on earth had made his toil God's law. 

Till God said, mocking: « Mock not These be thine." 

Then cried Evarra : « I have sinned ! " — « Not so. 
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Thy Joy in Sorrow 

If thou hadst written otherwise, thy Gods 
Had rested in the mountain and the mine, 
And I were poorer by four wondrous Grods, 
And thy more wondrous law, Evarra. Thine, 
Servant of shouting crowds and lowing kine." 
Thereat with laughing mouth, but tear-wet eyes, 
Evarra cast his Grods from Paradise. 

This is the story o/Evarra — man — 
Maker of Oods in lands beyond the sea. 

BUDTABD KCFUKG 



THY JOY IN SORROW 

GIVE me thy joy in sorrow, gracious Lord, 
And sorrow's self shall like to joy appear I 
Although the world should wayer in its sphere 
I tremble not if Thou thy peace afford ; 
But, Thou withdrawn, I am but as a chord 
That vibrates to the pulse of hope and fear : 
Nor rest I more than harps which to the air 
Must answer when we place their tuneful board 
Against the blast, which thrill unmeaning woe 
Even in their sweetness. So no earthly wing 
E'er sweeps me but to sadden. Oh, place Thou 
My heart beyond the world's sad vibrating — 
And where but in Thyself ? Oh, circle me, 
That I may feel no touches save of Thee. 

Chaitnct Habb Towvbkehd 
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THE NEW BIBLE 

THUS, at last, oat of the old oooo^tum of our 
BiUe aa a eoUeotioii of oraolei — a man of en- 
tangling nttezaneesy fnutfnl in wrangling inteipieta- 
tionsy wluoh have given to the world long and weary 
ages of « hatred, malioe, and all uncharitableness " ; 
of f etiehiim, aabtlety, and ponip ; of tjramny, blood- 
shed, and solemnlj eonstitnted impoBtue ; of 6Te^ 
thing whiehltteLoriJeeaf Christ most abhorred — has 
been gradnallj developed through the eentnries, by 
the labors, saerifioes, and OTsn the martyrdom of a 
long snceession of men of God, the eoneeptiQn of it as 
asaeredliteratnre^sMt growtti ohiy posrible under thai 
divine light wUeh the TStioni orbl of Sdenoe imf^ 
done so much to bring ihto the taund and heart tiA 
soul of man— a iretelation, not of thd IW of Man, 
bnt of the AScent of Man^-to espoiiition, heft ot tetti- 
poraxy dogitalA and obseHaiioe*) but of the Eternal 
Law of Bight^oQsttMfr— the olie npwftrd path to indi- 
viduals ahd fot iutions. K6 lo^^ tin oraeb, gboi 
for the <^ lower oirden" to lu»ept, bi^ tb be qmetty 
sneered alby <'< the enlightened** ; no lenget a t^^ 
whose defender must become ^erseieutQirs, 6» l^dbn« 
eflers, or »a)^logi]its** ; but a mt>st ^tful laiel, 
whiohreligSoh and keienoe taky teoept ah a Wruree tt^ 
strength to boui* 

Ai^ni^ Dickson Whiti 
A Hiitory o/the War/art of Scimoe wUk Theology 
Oopjilf M 1886, bf D. Appltton ft Oo. 
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BENEATH THIS STARRY ARCH 

BENEATH this starry arch 
Naught resteth or is itill ; 
But all things hold their maroh, 
As if by one great will : 
MoTes one, moye all: hark to the footfljl I 
On, on, for oyer I 

Ton sheayes were onee bnt sead ; 
Will ripens into deed ; 
As caye-drops swell the stieamsy 
Day-thonghts feed nightly dzeams i 
And sorrow tracketh wrongv 
As echo follows song : 
On, on, for eyer I 

By night, like stars on high, 

The Hours reyeal their traili ; 
They whisper and go by : 
I neyer watch in yain. 
Moyes one, moye all : hark to tke footbU I 
On, on, tor eyer I 

They pass th6 6radle4iead, 
And there a promise shed ; 
They pass the moist b6# g^^ 
And bid Hak. yerdnre waire ; 
They bea^ thro^h eyety dime 
The haryesti of all tim«. 
On, on, lor eyer t 

HAXkOT lAkxramAv 
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THE MEMORY OF AGRICOLA 

TACrrUSy the hiBtoiiaxi, thus concludes his life of 
AgrioolEi the Roman general, whose son-in-law 
he was : 

" If there be any mansion for the souls of the right- 
eons ; if, aa wise men think, great souls be not ex- 
tinguished with the body, majest thou rest in peace ; 
and summon us, thy family, from unarailing regret 
and effeminate sorrow to the contemplation of those 
Tirtuet of thine upon which it is not right to bestow 
either grief or tears. Let us honor thee rather with 
our admiration than with our short-lived encomiums, and 
if nature allow it, with our imitation. This is true re- 
spect, this is the pious duty of all who are most inti- 
mately connected with thee. To thy daughter also, 
and to thy wife, I should enjoin this, so to reyere the 
memory of the father and of the husband that they may 
cherish within their hearts all his words and deeds, and 
retain the form and features of his mind rather than of 
his person. Not that any restriction be put upon 
statues which may be made of brass, or marble, but 
because these, like the human face itself, are frail and 
perishable, while the form of the mind is eternal. All 
that we haye loyed in Agricola, all that we haye ad- 
mired, still remains, and will continue to remain pre- 
served in the minds of men in the succession of ages to 
remotest posterity.'' 
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TO ONE SHORTLY TO DIB 

FROM all the lest I single out you, haTing a ] 
sage for you, 
Ton are to die — ^let others tell yoa what they please, I 

oaxinot prevaricate, 
I am exact and merciless, hut I loye yon, there is no 
escape for yon. 

Softly I lay my right hand apon yon, yon just feel it, 
I do not argue, I bend my head dose, and half en- 
velop it, 
I sit quietly by, I remain faithful, 
I am more than nurse, more than parent or neighbor, 
I absolve you from all except yourself, spiritual bodily. 
That is eternal, you yourself will surely escape. 
The corpse you will leave will be but ezorementitions. 

The sun bursts through in imlooked-f or-directions. 
Strong thoughts fill you, and confidence, you smile. 
Ton forget you are sick, aa I forget you are sick, 
Tou do not see the medicines, you do not mind the 

weeping friends, I am with you, 
I exclude others from you, there is nothing to be com- 
miserated, 
I do not commiserate, I congratulate you. 

Walt Whitman 

Copyright 1881, bf Walt Whitnum 
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DfMOBTALITY 

SO wlien the old delight is horn anew, 
And God re-animates the early hlifls. 

Seems it not all as one first tremhling kiss 
Ere soul knew soul with whom she has to do ? 

O nights how desolate, O days how few, 

O death in life, if life be this, be tins I 

O weigh'd alone as one shall win or miss 
The faint eternity whieh shines therethro' I 

Lo, all that age is as a speck of sand 
Lost on the long beaoh where the tides are free, 

And no man metes it in his hollow hand 
Nor cares to ponder it, how small it be ; 

At ebb it lies forgotten on the land. 
And at full tide forgotten in the sea. 

Febdbric William Henbt Mtebs 

EVIL IS NECESSARY 

EVIL is necessary. If it did not exist, the good 
would not exist. Eyil is the unique reason for 
the good's being. What would courage be far from 
penl, and what pity without pain ? What would be« 
come of dcTotion and sacrifice if happiness were uni- 
yersal ? It is because of eyil and suffering that the 
earth may bo inhabited and that life is worth living. 
For eyery vice that you destroy there is a correspond- 
ing yirtue that perishes with it. 

AVATOUB FEANCE 
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THE TOUCH OF LIFE 

I SAW a oirole in a garden sit 
Of dainty dames and solemn cayalien, 
Whereof some shuddered at the burrowing nit, 

And at the carrion worm some burst in tears : 
And all, as envying the abhorred estate 

Of empty shades and disembodied elres, 
Under the laughing stars, early and late, 

Sat shamef ast at their birth and at themselves. 

The keeper of the house of life is fear ; 
In the rent lion is the honey found 
By him that rent it ; out of stony ground 

The toiler, in the morning of the year, 
Beholds the harvest of his grief abound 

And the green oom put forth the tender ear. 
RoBEBT Louis Steveitsok 

RATIONALISM 

TBGB word "Rationalism'' has the misfortune, 
shared by most words in this gray world, of 
being somewhat equivocal. This evil may be over- 
come by careful preliminary definition ; but Mr. Leoky 
does not supply this, and the original specific applica- 
tion of the word to a particular phase of Biblical inter- 
pretation seems to have clung about his use of it with 
ft misleading effect. Through some parts of his book 
(«The Influence of Rationalism") he appears to re- 
gard the grand characteristic of modem thought and 
civilization, compared with ancient, as a radiation in 
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God*Seeking 

Cateluiig tlieir dow-Moendiiig luunnoiiiety 
I am uplift by them, and borne more i 

I feel within my flesh — laid pnpa-n 
A fool of worship, tho' of Tision dim, 
Which links me with win^^-f olded oherahim. 

Emilt FransB 



GOD^EEEING 

G0D-SEEKIK6 ihonhast joamyed far and nigh. 
On dawnFlit numntain-tops ihj sonl did yearn 
To hear His trailing garments wander by ; 
And where 'mid thonderons glooms great snnsets 
onm. 
Vainly thon songfat'st His shadow on sea and sky ; 

Or gazing np, at noontide, oonld'st disoem 
Only a neutral heaven's indifferent ejre 
And oonntenanoe austerely taciturn. 
Tet whom thou soughtest I have found at last, 

Neither where tempest dims the world below, 
Nor where the westering daylight reels aghast 

In conflagrations of red overthrow : 
But where this virgin brooklet silvers past. 
And yellowing either bank the king-cups blow. 

William Watson 
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SLE£P 

WHEN to soft sleep we give ouselTes away. 
And in a dream as in a fairy bark 
Drift on and on through the enchanted dark 
To purple daybreak — ^little thought we pay 
To that sweet bitter world we know by day. 
We are clean quit of it, as is a lark 
So high in heaTon no human eye can mark 
The thin swift pinion cleaving through the gray. 
Till we awake ill fate can do no ill. 
The resting heart shaU not take up again 
The heavy load that yet must make it bleed ; 
For this brief space the loud world's voice is still. 
No faintest echo of it brings us pain. 
How will it be when we shall sleep indeed ? 

Thomab Bazlbt Aldbich 

Copyrlglit 1886, bf Hongliton, HUBin A Oo. 

HOW LITTLE OF OURSELVES WE KNOW 

HOW little of ourselves we know 
Before a grief the heart has felt I 
The lessons that we leam of woe 
May brace the mind as well as melt. 

The energies too stem for mirth. 

The reach of thought, the strength of will, 

'Mid cloud and tempest have their birth, 
Through blight and blast, their course fulfill. 
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Past and Future 

And yet 'tis when it mournB and fears, 

The loaded spirit feels f orgiyen ; 
And through the mist of falling tears 

We catoh the clearest glimpse of hearen. 

Lord Morpeth 



PAST AND FUTURE 

FAIR garden, where the man and woman dwelt, 
And loTed, and worked, and where, in work's 
reprieye, 
The sabbath of each day, the restful eye, 
They sat in silence, with locked hands, and felt 
The yoice which compassed them, a-near, a-far. 
Which murmured in the fountains and the breeze, 
Which breathed in spices from the laden trees. 
And sent a silyery shout from each lone star. 
Sweet dream of Paradise I and it a dream. 

One that has helped us when our faith was weak; 
We wake, and still it holds us, but would seem 
Before us, not behind, — ^the good we seek, — 
The good from lowest root which waxes eyer. 
The golden age of science and endeayor. 

Emilt Pfeiffeb 
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ALL STARTING FAIBLT 

WE nmj not be doomed 
To cope with seraphs, but at least the rest 
Shall cope with ns. Make no more giants, Grod, 
But elevate the race at once I We ask 
To pnt forth just onr strength, onr homaa strength, 
All starting fairly, all equipped alike. 
Gifted alike, all eagle-eyed, tme-hearted — 
See if we cannot beat Thine angels yet I 
Such is my task. I go to gather this 
The sacred knowledge, here and there dispersed 
About the world, long lost or nerer found. 
And why should I be sad or lorn of hope ? 
Why ever make man's good distinct from Grod's, 
Or, finding they are one, why dare mistrust ? 
Who shall succeed if not one pledged like me ? 
Mine is no mad attempt to build a world 
Apart from His, like those who set themselTes 
To find the nature of the spirit they bore, 
And, taught betimes that all their gorgeous dreams 
Were only bom to vanish in this life. 
Refused to fit them to its narrow sphere. 
But chose to fig^ure forth another world 
And other frames meet for their vast desires— 
And all a dream ? 

ROBBRT BbOWNINO 

ParaeeUui 
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IF IT SHOULD BE WE ARE WATCHED 
UNAWARE 

IF it should be we are watched unaware 
By those who are gone from us ; if our sighs 
Ring in their ears ; if tears that scald our eyes 
They see and long to stanch ; if our despair 

Fills them with anguish, — we must learn to bear 
In strength of silence. Howso doubt denies 
It cannot give assurance which defies 

All peradyenture ; and if anywhere 

Our loyed grieye with our grieving, cruel we 

To cherish selfishness of woe. The chaxice 
Should keep us steadfast. Tortured utterly, 

This hope alone in all the world's expanse 

We dutch forlornly ; how deep love can be, 

GrieFs silence proving more than utterance. 

Ablo Bates 

Sonnets in Shadow 
Copyright 1887, hy Roberta Brothan 

MIRACLES GOING OUT 

ALTHOUGH an educated Protestant may man- 
age to retain for his own lifetime the belief in 
miracles in which he was brought np, yet his children will 
lose it ; so to an educated Catholic we may say, putting 
the change only a little further off, that (unless some 
unf orseen deluge should overwhelm Euxopetat eiviliza- 



Say Not, the Struggle Naught Availeth 

tion, leaTing eyerything to be begun anew) his grand- 
children wiU lose it. They will lose it insensibly, as 
the eighteenth oentnry saw the gradual extinction, 
among the educated classes, of that belief in witchcraft 
which in the century previous, a man like Sir Matthew 
Hale could affirm to haye the authority of Scripture 
and of the wisdom of all nations, — spoke of, in short, 
just as many religious people speak of miracles now. 
Witchcraft is but one department of the miraculous; 
and it was comparatiyely easy, no doubt, to abandon 
one department, when men had all the rest of the re- 
gion to fall back upon. Neyertheless, the forces of 
experience, which haye prevailed against witchcraft 
will inevitably prevail also against miracles at large, 
and that by the mere progress of time. 

Matthew Abnold 
Qod and ike BibU 



SAY NOT, THE STRUGGLE NAUGHT 
AVAILETH 

SAY not, the straggle naught availeth, 
The labor and the wounds are vain, 
The enemy faints not, nor faileth. 
And as things have been they remain. 

If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars ; 

It may be, in yon smoke concealed. 
Your comrades chase e'en now the fliers^ 

And, but for you, possess the field. 
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Self-Dcpendence 

For wliile the tired wayes, yainlj breaking. 
Seem here no painful inch to gain, 

Far back, through creeks and inlets making, 
Comes silent, flooding in, the main. 

And not by eastern windows only, 

When daylight comes, comes in the light. 

In front, the sun climbs slow, how slowly. 
But westward, look, the land is bright. 

Arthur Hugh Clouoh 



SELF-DEPENDENCE 

WEARY of myself, and sick of asking 
What I am, and what I ought to be, 
At the yessel's prow I stand, which bears me 
Forward, forward, o'er the starlit sea. 

And a look of passionate desire 

O'er the sea and to the stars I send : 

« Ye who from my childhood up haye calm'd me, 

Calm me, ah, compose me to the end. 

" Ah, once more," I cried, " ye Stars, ye Waters, 
On my heart your mighty charm renew : 
Still, still let me, as I gaze upon yon. 
Feel my soul becoming yast like you.'' 

From the intense, clear, star-sown yault of heayen. 
Oyer the lit sea's unquiet way. 
In the rustling night-air came the answer—- 
M Wouldst thou h€ as they are? Lw€ as they. 
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Autumn 

« Unailrighted hj the sileiioe loand them, 
UndlBtraeted by the Bights they see, 
These demand not that the things without them 
Yield them love, amusement, sympathy. 

« And with joy the stan perform their shining, 
And the sea its long moon-silrered roll. 
For alone they live, nor pine with noting 
All the f oyer of some differing sonl. 

« Bounded by themselyes and nnobserrant 
In what state God's other works may be, 
In their own tasks all their own powers pouring, 
These attain the mighty life you see." 

O air-bom roice f long since, sererely clear 
A cry like thine in my own heart I hear. 
<< ResoWe to be thyself : and know, that he 
Who finds himself, loses his misery." 

Matthew Abvold 



AUTUMN 

NOW Autumn's fire bums slowly along the woods, 
And day by day the dead leayes fall and melt, 
And night by night the monitory blast 
Wails in the key-hole, telling how it pass'd 
O'er empty fields, or upland solitudes. 
Or grim wide wave ; and now the power is felt 
Of melaneholy, tenderer in its moods 
Than any joy indulgent summer dealt. 

loS 



God is not Dumb 

Dear friends, together in tlie glimmering eye, 
Pensiye and glad, with tones that recognize 
The soft invisible dew in each one's eyes, 
It may be, somewhat thus we shall have leave 
To walk with memory, when distant lies 
Poor earth, where we were wont to live and grieve. 

William Allinoham 



GOD IS NOT DUMB 

GOD is not dnmb, that he should speak no more ; 
If thou hast wanderings in the wilderness 
And find'st not Sinai, 'tis thy soul is poor ; 

There towers the mountain of the Voice no less. 
Which whoso seeks shall find ; but he who bends 
Intent on manna still, and mortal ends, 

Sees it not, neither hears its thundered lore. 

Slowly the Bible of the race is writ. 

And not on paper leaves, nor leaves of stone ; 

Each age, each kindred, adds a verse to it. 
Texts of despair or hope, of joy or moan. 

While swings the sea, while mists the mountains shroud, 

While thunder's surges burst on cliffs of cloud. 

Still at the prophets' feet the nations sit. 

James Russell Lowell 

BtbliolatreB 
CopyTiglit 1896, by Houghton, MUBin & Oo. . 
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TEARS 

NOT in the time of pleasure 
Hope doth set her bow ; 
But in the sky of sorrow, 
Oyer the Yale of woe. 

Through gloom and shadow look we 
On beyond the years ; 
The soul would have no rainbow 
Had the eyes no tears. 

John Vance Cheney 

Copyright 1887, by Frederick A. Stokee Compeny. 

THE WORLD'S ADVANCE 

JUDGE mildly the tasked world ; and disincline 
To brand it, for it bears a heayy pack. 
Ton haye perchance observed the inebriate's track 
At night when he has quitted the innndgn : 
He plays diversions on the homeward line, 
Still that way bent albeit his legs are slack : 
A hedge may take him but he turns not back. 
Nor turns this burdened world, of curving spine : 

** Spiral," the memorable lady terms, 
Our mind's ascent : our world's advance presents 

That fig^are on a flat ; — ^the way of worms. 
Cherish the promise of its good intents. 
And warn it not one instinct to efiEace 
Till reason ripens for the vaeant place. 

George Mebbdith 
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THE LAND BEYOND THE SEA 

THE land beyond the sea I 
When will life's tasks be o'er ? 
When shall we reach that soft bine shore, 
O'er the dark strait whose billows foam and roar ? 
When shall we oome to thee. 
Calm Land beyond the Sea ? 

The Land beyond the Sea I 
How close it often seems. 
When flushed with evening's peaceful gleams ; 
And the wistful heart looks o'er the strait, and dreams I 

It longs to fly to thee, 

Calm Land beyond the Sea I 

The Land beyond the Sea I 
How dark our present home I 
By the dull beach and sullen foam 
How wearily, how drearily we roam, 

With arms outstretched to thee. 

Calm Land beyond the Sea I 

The Land beyond the Sea f 
Why f adest thou in light ? 
Why art thou better seen toward night ? 
Dear Land I look always plain, look always bright. 

That we may gaze on thee. 

Calm Land beyond the Sea f 

Fbedebick William Fabbr 
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INFIDELITY 

WHO is tlie infidel, but he who fean 
To face the utmost trath, whatever it be? 
Dreads God the light ? and is his majesty 
A shadow that in sunshine disappears ? 
Or leads he in the swift-ascending years 
Into a light where men may plainer see ? 
He trusts him best to whom the mystery 
Hides nothing dangerous ; who ever hears, 
With faith unshaken, his new uttered yoice. 
And knows it cannot contradict the truth 

It in the old time spoke. Whate'er it saith, 
He fears not then, but bids his heart rejoice. 
In old age trustful as he was in youth. 
This only, though called infidel, is faith. 

MmoT JuiMSOK Savaob 

Copyright 188S, by George H. Ellis 
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Duty Here and Now 



Cmidfuet is ihreeifoufiht of life. 

Matthew Abnold 

So livet thai when thy surrnnons comes to Join 
T*he tnnumerdble caravan which numes 
To that mysterious realm where each shall take 
His chamber in the silent halls of death. 
Thou go not like the quarry^lave at night. 
Scourged to his dungeon ; but sustamed and soothed 
By an unfaltering trust, approach % grave 
Like one who wraps (he drapery of his couch 
About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams. 

WiLLIAH CULIXM BbTANT 

Thanatepsis 



BE STRONG AND OF GOOD COURAGE 

WHAT do you think of yourself ? Wbat do 
you think of the world ? . . . These 
are questions with which all must deal as it seems good 
to them. They are riddles of the Sphinx, and in some 
way or other we must deal with them. ... In all 
important transactions of life we haye to take a leap 
in the dark. ... If we decide to leaye the rid- 
dles unanswered, that is a choice ; if we waver in our 
answer, that, too, is a choice ; but whateyer choice we 
make, we make it at our peril. If a man chooses to 
turn his back altogether on (rod and the future, no one 
can preyent him ; no one can show beyond reasonable 
doubt that he is mistaken. If a man thinks otherwise 
and acts as he thinks, I do not see that any one can 
proTC that he is mistaken. Each must act as he thinks 
best ; and if he is wrong, so much the worse for him. 
We stand on a mountain pass in the midst of whirling 
snow and blinding mist, through which we get glimpses 
now and then of paths which may be deceptiye. If we 
stand still we shall be frozen to death. If we take the 
wrong road we shall be dashed to pieces. We do not 
certainly know whether there is any right one. What 
must we do ? ** Be strong and of good courage." Act 
for the best, hope for the best, and take what comes. 
If death ends all, we cannot meet death better. 
Jambs Fitz Jambs Stephen 
Liberty, Equality, Fratemiiy 



NOTHING WALKS WITH AIMLESS FEET 
' F Sleep and Death be tmly one» 
And eyery spirit's folded bloom 
Thro' all its interrital gloom 
In some long trance should slumber on ; 
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Unoonsdora of the sliding hour, 
Bare of the body, might it last^ 
And silent traces of the past 

Be all the color of the flower : 

So then were nothing loet to man ; 
But that still garden of the souls 
In many a flgored leaf enrolls 

The total world since life began : 

And love would last as pore and whole 
As when he loyed me here in TimCi 
And at the spiritual prime 

Bewaken with the dawning souL 

O yet we trust that somehow good 
Will be the final goal of ill, 
To pangs of nature, sins of will, 

Defects of doubt, and taints of blood ; 

That nothing walks with aimless feet ; 
That not one life shall be destroyed, 
Or cast as rubbish to the void. 

When God hath made the pile complete ; 
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Scientific Grounds for Right Conduct 

That not a wonn Is eloven in Tsiii ; 

That not a moth with Tain desire 

Is shriTel'd in a froitleai fire, 
Or hat inhservee anotiier's gain. 

Behold, we know not anything ; 
I can bat trust that good shall faJl 
At last^f ar i^^-at last, to aU, 

And evevy winter ehange to lazing. 

So rnns my dream : but what am I ? 
An infant crying in the night : 
An infant crying for the light : 
And with no language but a cry. 

Alfred, Lord Tenvtson 

In Memoriam 



SCIENTIFIC GROUNDS FOR RIGHT 
CONDUCT 

THE establishment of rules of right conduct on a 
scientific basis is a pressing need. Now that 
moral iiqunetions axe losing the authority given by 
their supposed sacred origin, the secularization ol 
morals is becoming imperatiye. Few things can hap- 
pen more disastrous than the decay and death of a regu- 
latiye system no longer fit, before another and fitter 
regulatiye i^rstem has grown up to replace it. Most of 
those who reject the current creed, appear to assume 
that the controlling agen^ furnished by it may safely 

117 



The Prayer-seeker 

be thrown aside^ and the yaoancy left unfilled by any 
other controlling agency. Meanwhile, those who de- 
fend the current creed allege that, in the absence of 
the guidance it yields, no guidance can exist : divine 
commandments they think the only possible guides. 
Thus between these extreme opponents there is a cer- 
tain community. The one holds that the gap left by 
disappearance of the code of supernatural ethics need 
not be filled by a code of natural ethics ; and the other 
holds that it cannot be so filled. Both contemplate a 
-vacuum, which the one wishes and the other fears. As 
the change which promises or threatens to bring about 
this state, desired or dreaded, is rapidly progressing, 
those who believe that the vacuum can be filled, and 
that it must be filled, are called upon to do something 
in pursuance of their belief. 

Herbert Spencer 
Pre/act to »T\e Data of Ethics " 



THE PRAYEB-SEEK£B 

ALONG the aisle where prayer was made 
A woman, all in black arrayed. 
Close-veiled, between the kneeling host, 
With gliding motion of a ghost. 
Passed to the desk, and laid thereon 
A soroU which bore these words alone, 
Pray for me i 
CopjTlf hi 1894, by Houghton, IDfBin A Go. 
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The Prayer-seeker 

Back from the plaoe of worshiping 
She glided like a guilty thing : 
The mstle of her draperies stirred 
By hurrying feet, alone was heard ; 
While full of awe, the preacher read, 
As out into the dark she sped : 

** Pray for me ! *' 

Back to the night from whenoe she came, 
To onimagined grief or shame ! 
Across the threshold of that door 
None knew the bnrden that she bore ; 
Alone she left the written scroll, 
The legend of a troubled soul, — 
Pray for me! 

Glide on, poor ghost of woe or sin ! 
Thou leaVst a common need within ; 
Each bears, like thee, some nameless weight, 
Some misery inarticulate, 
Some secret sin, some shrouded dread, 
Some household sorrow all unsaid. 
Pray far w/ 

Pass on I The type of all thou art, 
Sad witness to the human heart I 
With face in veil and seal on lip. 
In mute and strange companionships 
Like thee we wander to and fro, 
Humbly imploring as we go : 

Pray for ui I 
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The Praycr-seckcr 

Ah, wlio iludl pnt J, since hib trho pleadi 
Our wMit perohaaoe hath greater needi 7 
Yet they who make their Ices the gain 
Of others ihall not ask hi Tain, 
And heaven bends low to hear the prayir 
Of lore from lips of self-despair : 
Plray/orus/ 

In Tain remorse and fear and hate 
Beat with bmised hands against a fkte 
Whose walls of iron only move 
And open to the toneh of love. 
He only feels his bnrdens fall 
Who, tanght by fltiffering, pities tSL 
Pray far fu I 

He prayeth best who leaves nngnesseS 

The mystery of another's breast. 

Why cheeks grow pale, why eyes o'erflow^ 

Or heads are white, then need'st not know. 

Enough to note by many a sign 

That every heart hath needs like thine. 

Pray for US / 

JoHV Gbxbhisav Whsitibb 
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OUTGROWN ASSOCIATIONS 

IN makiiig ftjae notions the pxoofii or oloie aasoei- 
ates of troe onM, 70a are ezpofling the latter to 
tlie mia whieh awaits the f onner. If you ha^e in the 
minds of ehildren or servants assooiated honesty, in* 
dnstiy, truthfulness, with the fear of hell-flre, then 
supposing this fear to heoome extinct in their minds, — 
whieh, being nnf oonded in troth, it is in eonstant risk 
of doing — the ▼irlues assooiated with it are likely to 
be weakened in proportion as that association was 
strong. 

For all good habits in thought or conduct there are 
good and real reasons in the nature of things. To 
lea^ such habits attached to false opinions is to lessen 
the weight of these natural or spontaneous reasons, and 
so to do more hann in the long run, than effaeenient of 
them seems for a time to do good« Most exoellenees 
in hionan ehaiaeter have a spontaneous root in our na- 
ture. MoNOTer, if they had not, and where they have 
not, there is always a Talid and real defense for them. 
The unreal defense must be weaker than the real one, 
and the substitution of a weak (or a strong defense, 
where both are to be had, is not useful but the yeiy 
qppostte< JoBK Mojaunr 

On Comprmmt 
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DAYS 

DAUGHTERS of Time, the hypoeritic Days, 
Muffled and dumb like barefoot denrishes, 
And marching single in an endless file, 
Bring diadems and fagots in their hands. 
To each they offer gifts after his will, 
Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds them all. 
I, in my pleached garden, watched the pomp, 
Forgot my morning wishes, hastily 
Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day 
Tamed and departed silent. I, too late. 
Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn. 

Ralph Waldo Embbson 



RELIGION AND CONDUCT 

THOUGH the decay of religion may leaTe the in- 
stitntes of morality intact, it drains off their 
inward power. The dcTout fisith of men expresses and 
measures the intensity of their moral nature, and it 
cannot be lost without a remission of enthusiasm, and 
under this low pressure, the successful re-entrance of 
importunate desires and clamorous passions which had 
been driven back. To beliere in an eTer-living and 
perfect Mind, supreme oyer the uniTerse, is to invest 
moral distinctions with immensity and eternity, and lift 
them from the provincial stage of human society to the 
imperishable theater of all being. When planted thus 
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The Law of Love 

in the very substaiioe of things, they justify and sup- 
port the ideal estimates of the conscienoe ; they deepen 
every guilty shame ; they guarantee OTery righteous 
hope ; and they keep the will with a dirine eastings 
▼ote in eyery halanee of temptation. The sanctity thus 
given to the claims of duty, and the interest that gathers 
around the play of character, appear to me more im- 
portant elements in the power of religion than its di- 
rect sanctions of hope and fear. Yet to these also it is 
hardly possible to deny great weight, not only as ex- 
tending the range of personal interests, but as the an- 
swer of reality to the retributory verdicts of the moral 
sense. Cancel these beliefs, and morality will be left 
reasonable still, but paralyzed ; possible to tempera- 
ments oompazatiyely passionless, but with no grasp on 
vehement and poetic natures ; and gravitating to the 
simply prudential wherever it maintains its ground. 

Jambs Mabtdheau 
Th4 Ir^uenc€ upon Morality of a Decline in ReUgioue 

Bdirf 
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THE LAW OF LOVE 

AKK channels for the streams of love^ 
Where they may broadly run ; 

And love has overflowing streams. 
To fill them eveiy one. 
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Progress Not Automatic 

Bnt if at Ukj tiiiM we oeue 

Sneh ohaanelB to proride. 
The very founts of love for ns 

Will soon be parehed «jid dried. 

For we must share, if we would keep 

That blessing from above ; 
Ceasing to give, we eease to have — 

Snoh is the law of love. 

Richard Cheneviz Trench 



PEOGBESS NOT AUTOMATIC 

IT would be odd if the theory whioh makes progress 
depend on modifloation, forbade us to attempt to 
modifj. When it is said that the various suooessive 
ehanges in thought and institution present and con- 
summate themselves spontsoeously, no one means by 
spontaneity that they come to pass independently of 
human effort and volition. On the contrary, this 
energy of the members of the society is one of the 
spontaneous elements. It is quite as indispensable as 
any other of them, if, indeed, it be not more so. 
Progress depends upon tendencies and forces in a com- 
munity. Bnt of these tendencies and forces, the or- 
gans and representatives must plainly be found among 
the men and women of the community, and cannot 
possibly be found anywhere else. Progress is not au- 
tomatiey in the sense that if we were all east into a 



Starlight 

deep Blnniber for tlie spaoe of a geneniioii, w« should 
awake to find omseWes ia a greatly impzoTed social 
state. The world only grows better, eren in the mod- 
erate degree in which it does grow better, because 
people wish that it should^ and take the right steps to 
make it better. ETolntion is not a force, bnt a process ; 
not a cause, bnt a law. It explains the sonxce, and 
marks the immoTable limitations of social energy. But 
social energy itself can nerer be superseded either by 
evolntion or by anything else. 

Jomr MoauBT 
On Ccmpromist 

STABLIGHT 

THEY think me daft, who nightly meet 
My face tnmed starward, while my feet 
Stonble along the unseen street ; 

But should man's thoughts have only room 
For earth, his eradle and his tomb, 
Not for his Temple's grander gloom ? 

And must the prisoner all his days 
Learn but his dungeon's narrow ways 
And never through its grating gaie ? 

Then let me linger in your sight, 
My only amadBaaths 1 blossoming bright 
As over Eden's cloudless night, 
Oonnigbt 1889, ty HMghtOB, IBfltta ft Co. 
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Starlight 



The flame vast belt, and square, and ctowii» 
That on the Deluge glittered down, 
And lit the roofs of Bethlehem town I 

Ye make me one with all my race, 
A Tictor over time and space. 
Till all the path of men I pace. 

Far-speeding backward in my brain 
We bnild the Pyramids again. 
And Babel rises from the plain ; 

And climbing upward on your beams 
I peer within the Patriarch's dreams, 
Till the deep sky with angels teems. 

My comforters 1 — ^Yea, why not mine ? 
The power that kindled you doth shine. 
In man, a mastery diyine ; 

That love which throbs in every star. 
And quickens all the worlds afar, 
Beats warmer where his children are. 

The shadow of the wings of Death 
Broods over us ; we feel his breath : 
^ Besurgam " still the spirit saith. 

These tired feet, this weazy brain. 
Blotted with many a mortal stain. 
May crumble earthward — not in vain. 
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The Frost Palace 

With Bwifter feet that shall not tire, 
Eyes that shall fail not at your fire, 
Neaver your splendors I aspire. 

Edwabd Bowland Sill 



THE FROST PALACE 

SINCE the theological buttresses of morals are 
giTing way, the question is anxiously pressed, 
What is to take their place ? The answer most be that 
morals deriye their real authority from the fiicts of 
nature and of life. Truthfulness, sobriety, industry, 
and the rest, are rewarded here and now in most cases. 
In the few cases where they are not rewarded, why 
blink the fact? It is a fact which may purge the good 
man's record of the taunt that he does right for 
wages, — although at the same time it tempts the evil 
man to do wrong from which he may escape scathless. 
Let it be remembered, too, that most of the right in 
the world is of good men's making, and that there will 
be more when they make more^-as they easily can. A 
theology which has laid undue stress on generosity has 
laid too little upon justice. Let us put our S3nnpathy 
in the right place, and instead of pitying the thief and 
drunkard and murderer so much, begin to pity their 
Tictims, and meanwhile do what we can to make 
thieyes, drunkards, and murderers impossible. Chris- 
tianity still bears the stamp of its primitiye days, when 
the Christian cowered before the pagan, and virtue 
trampled in the dust postponed its visions of peace 
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The Frost Palace 

and triumph to a sphere beyond the stan. To this 
day we have a thovaand Czneiflxioiis to one AMeosion. 

But the teaohezs of right living ean to-day be strong, 
not cowering and afraid. Such discordances as still 
exist between earning and having shall disappear just 
so soon as the people realize their power to remake the 
institutions which retain so much ci the injustice of 
the past. InstitntioDS ue for men, not men for in^ 
•tttntiais. In abating the evils of Property, and much 
else, an enlightened ballot has great tasks before it. 

Beligious men need feel no fear. Their neighbors 
do not change one set of convictions for another unless 
they believe the newto be truer than the old. Illusion 
dies no faster than Fact is recognised as more worthy 
of place. 

A few years ago it was the pleasure of the young 
people of a Canadian cil^ to build their first palace of 
ice in one of their public squares. Its proportions 
were magnificent, its efiEect one of spectral beauty. 
When the structure was doomed to melt in the rays of 
the sunbeams of spring, there was not a little appre- 
hension. « What will befall the neighborhood ? " was 
asked, "when these massy walls and columns are dis- 
solved ? " What was the fact 7 Day by day a gentle 
thaw did its work so quietly that the ice blocks might 
have been chiseled st<Hie for all the hurt they did. The 
thirsty ground drank in every drop of liquid as fast as 
it fell. The frost palace vanished even more grace- 
fully than it first arose at the architect's bidding. 

HsmtT Aluox Buss 
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IF I SHOULD JOE TO-NIGST 

IF I «h<mld die to-oight, 
My fnends would look upon my ^et fnoe 
Before they laid it in its restiiig^plaoe, 
And deem that death had left it almost fmr ; 
And, laying snow-white flowers against my hair. 
Would smooth it down with tearfcd tenderness, 
And fold my hands with lingering caress, — 
Poor hands, so empty and so cold to-night ! 

If I should die to-oight, 
My friends would eall to mind, with loving tiiooght, 
Scone kindly deed the icy hands had wrought ; 
Some gentile word the frooeen lips had said ; 
Errands on which the willing feet had sped ; 
The memory of my selflshness and ^zide, 
My hasty words, would all he put aside, 
And so I should be loved and mourned to^ught 

If I should die to^nighty 
Even hearts ertianged would tum onee mora to me^ 
Recalling other days remorsefully ; 
The eyes that diiU me with airerted ghuroe 
Would look upon me as of yore, perohnioe, 
And soften, in the old familiar way ; 
For who could war with dumb, unooBsdous elsy t 
80 I might rest, forgiven of all, to-night. 

2.99 



The Golden Rule 

Oh, iriendbi I pray to-night, 
Keep not joor kines for my dead, cold brow— 
The way is lonely, let me feel than now. 
Think gently of me ; I am travel-worn ; 
My faltering feet are pierced with many a thorn. 
Forgive, oh, hearts estranged, forgive, I plead ! 
When dreamless rest is mine I shall not need 
The tenderness for which I long to-night. 

Arabella E. Sboth 
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THE GOLDEN RULE 
ORALISTS of all ages and of aU faiths, attend- 
ing only to the relations of men towards one 
another in an ideal society, have agreed npon the ** golden 
rule," ** Do as you would be done by." In other words, 
let sympathy be yoor guide, put yourself in the place 
of the man toward whom your action is directed ; and 
do to him what you would like to have done to your- 
self under the circumstances. However much one may 
admire the generosity of such a rule of conduct ; how- 
ever confident one may be that average men may be 
thoroughly depended upon not to carry it out in its full 
logical consequences ; it is nevertheless desirable to 
recognize the faet that these consequences are incom- 
patible with the existence of a civil state, under any 
circumstances of this world which have obtained, or, 
so far as one can see, are likely to come to pass. 

For I imagine there can be no donbt that the great 
desire of every wrongdoer is to escape from the painful 
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The Golden Rule 

oonsequeiiees of his actions. If I put myself in the 
place of the man who has rohbed me, I find that I am 
possessed by an exceeding desire not to be fined or im« 
prisoned ; if in that of the man who has smitten me on 
one cheek, I contemplate with satisfaction the absence 
of any worse result than the turning of the other cheek 
for like treatment. Strictly obserred, the << golden 
rule " inyolves the negation of law by the refusal to 
put it in motion against law-breakers ; and, as regards 
the external relations of a polity, it is the refusal to 
continue the struggle for existence. It can be obeyed, 
CTen partially, only under the protection of a society 
which repudiates it. Without such shelter, the f oUow- 
ers of the « golden rule" may indulge in hopes of 
heaven, but they must reckon with the certainty that 
other people will be masters of the earth. 

What would become of the garden if the gardener 
treated all the weeds and slugs and birds and tres- 
passers as he would like to be treated, if he were in 
their plaoe? 

Thomas HsimT Huxubt 
Evolution and Eihkt 
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EVOLUTION 

HUNGER that striTest in the lestleM ums 
Of the seapflower, that driTest rooted things 

To break their mooringif that imf oldeit wii^ 
In creatures to be rapt above thy harms ; 
Hunger, of whom the hnngry-seeming waves 

Were the first ministers, till, free to range, 

Thon mad'st the Umverse thy park and griage, 
What is it thine insatiate heart still erayes ? 
Sacred disguietnde, diyine unrest ! 

Maker of all that brealJies the breath of Uf^ 
No onthrift greed spurs thine unflagging seat, 

No lust self-slaying hounds thee to the strife ; 
Thou art the Unknown God on whom we wait; 
Thy path the course of our unfolded fate. 

EMXLTPnOFFEB 



THE RIGHT MUST WIN 

OH, it is hard to work for €rod. 
To rise and take His part 
Upon this battle-field of earth, 
And not sometimes lose heart ! 

He hides Himself so wondrously. 
As though there were no God ; 

He is least seen when all the powers 
Of ill axe most abroad. 
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The Right Must Win 

Or he deserts us at the hour 

The fight is all bat lost ; 
And seems to leave ns to onrselTes 

Just when we need Him most. 

HI masters good ; good seems to change 

To ill witii greatest ease ; 
And, worst of all, the good with good 

Is at cross-purposes. 

Ah I Grod is other than we think ; 

His ways are far abore. 
Far beyond reason's height, and reaoh'd 

Only by child-like love. 

Workman of God ! Oh, lose not hearty 
But learn what Grod is like ; 

And in the darkest battle-field 
Thou shalt know where to strike. 

Thrioe bless'd is he to whom is given 

The instinct that can tell 
That God is on the field when He 

Is most invisible. 

Bless'd, too, is he who can divine 

Where real right doth lie, 
And dares to take the side that seems 

Wrong to man's blindfold eye. 
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An Angel in the House 

For right 18 rigfa^ nnee God is God ; 

And right the day most win ; 
To donbt wovld be diiloyaltj, 

To falter would be sin. 

Fredebick William Fabbb 



AN ANGEL IN THE HOUSE 

HOW sweet it were if, without fright, 
Or dying of the beauteous sight, 
An angel came to us, and we could bear 
To see him issue from the silent air 
At eyening in our room, and bend on ours 
His dirine eyes, and bring us from his bowers 
News of dear children who have never 
Been dead indeed — as we shall know for ever. 
Alas t we think not that we dail j see 
About our hearths — angels that are to be, 
Or may be if they will, and we prepare 
Their souls and ours to meet in happy air ; 
A child, a friend, a wife, whose soft heart sings 
In unisoB with oorsi breeding its future wings. 

Lbiqh Hustt 
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"OH, MAY I JOIN THE CHOIR INVISIBLE' 

OH, may I join the choir invisible 
Of those immortal dead who live again 
In minds made better by their presence : live 
In pulses stirr'd to generosity, 
In deeds of daring, rectitude, in scorn 
For miserable aims that end witili self. 
In thonghts sublime that pieree the ni^t like stars. 
And with their mild persistence urge man's search 
To Taster issues. 

So to live in heaven : 
To make undying mnsic in the worlds 
Breathing as beauteous oxder thai eontBcla 
With growing sway the growing life of. man. 
So we inherit that sweet purity 
For which we atrug^d;^ f ail'd, and agonized 
With widening retrospect that bred despair. 
Rebellious flesh that would not be subdued, 
A yidous parent shaming still its child, 
Poor anxious penitence, is quick dissolved ; 
Its discards, quenehad by meeting harmoaiBB, 
Die in the large and charitable air. 
And all our rarer, better^ trues self, 
That sobb'd religiously in yearning song^ 
That watch'd to ease the burthen of the werid* 
Laboriously tracing what must be^ 
And what may yet be better, — saw within 
A worthier image for the sanctuary, 
And shaped it f ocfch before the multitude, 



Why False Dogmas Survive 

Divinely human, rauing worship so 
To higher rererence more miz'd with love,-^ 
That better self shall live till hmnan Time 
Shall fold its eyelids, and the hnman sky 
Be gathered like a seroU within the tomb 
Unread forever. 

This is life to oome, 
Which martyr'd men hare made more glorious 
For US who strive to follow. May I reach 
That purest heaven, he to other sonls 
The cup of strength in some great agony, 
£nkindle generous ardor, feed pure love. 
Beget the smiles that have no cruelty, 
Be the sweet presence of a good diffused, 
And in diffusion ever more intense t 
So shall I join the choir invisible 
Whose music is the gladness of the world. 

George Eliot 



WHY FALSE DOGMAS SUKVIVE 

NO doubt history abounds with cases in which a 
false opinion on moral or religious subjects, or 
an erroneous motive in conduct, has seemed to be a 
stepping-stone to truth. But this is in no sense a dem- 
onstration of the utility of error. For in all such cases 
the erroneous opinion or motive was far from being 
wholly erroneous, or wholly without elements of truth 
and reality. If it helped to quicken the speed or mend 
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On Life's Rough Sea 

the direetion of progress, that must have been by yir- 
tne of some suoh elements within it. All that was 
error in it was pure waste, or worse than waste. It is 
true that the religious sentiment has clothed itself in a 
great number of unworthy, inadequate, depressing, and 
otherwise misleading shapes, dogmatic and liturgio. 
Yet, on the whole, the religious sentiment has conferred 
enormous benefits on civilization. This is no proof of 
the utility of the mistaken direction which these dog- 
matic or liturgic shapes imposed upon it. On the con- 
trary, the effect of the false dogmas and enervating 
liturgies is so much that haa to be deducted from the 
advantages conferred by a sentiment in itself valuable 
and of priceless capability. 

JOHK MOBLET 

On Ccmprormt 



ON LIFE'S BOUGH SEA 

GIVE me a spirit that on this life's rough sea 
Loves to have his sails filled with a lusty wind, 
Even till his sail-yards tremble, his masts crack, 
And his rapt ship runs on her side so low 
That she drinks water, and her keel plows air. 
There is no danger to a man that knows 
What life and death is, — ^there's not any law 
Exceeds his knowledge ; neither is it lawful 
That he should stoop to any other law. 

Geoboe Chafbcak 
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MORALITY AND THEISM 

THE avthon of syBtemB of moral philosophy haTe 
sought to discorer some intellectiial principle 
from which all moral rules conld be logically deduced, 
the apprehemdon of which would constrain all men to 
be moral. But the question remains, why men who do 
not like to be moral, as many men do not, are to sacri- 
fice their propensities to a logical deduction from an 
intellectual principle. Suppose virtue to correspond, 
as Clarke says, to the fitness of things, why is Borgia 
to prefer the fitness of things to the enjoyment of his 
orgies and to the criminal courses by which the means 
of that enjoyment are to be obtained ? What is needed 
to influence the actions of men is not an abstract princi- 
ple or a definition, but a motive. It is by renewing 
and reinforcing the motiye power, not by defining 
morality, that the great moral reforms and moTcments 
haye been made. Desire of health, of domestic hi^^pi- 
ness, of the esteem and good-will of our fellows, of the 
security for our lives and property which we must pur- 
chase by reciprocal respect for the lives and property 
of others, and by obedience to the laws, are motive 
powers. Hie necessity of obeying the will of Gk)d, with 
eternal reward or punishment annexed, on which Paley 
founds the inducement to virtue, provided the truth of 
theism can be proved, is a motive power of the most 
overwhelming kind. Intellectual perception of the 
fitness of things is not. 
Ooijiight 1880, by MMmlUaB ft Oo. 
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Morality and Theism 

If no divine oommand for the pzactioe of virtue can 
be shown, if no assurance of the Tirtaons man's re- 
ward, such as Paley assumes, can be given, moral 
philosophy must, it would appear, be content simply to 
take the observation of human nature as its basis and 
to build its system on the natural desires of man, offer- 
ing them such satisfaction as is consistent with the wel- 
fare of the community and the race. We naturally 
desire health, and to be healthy means to be temperate 
and continent ; we desire, for ourselves and our 
families, the means of living, and to obtain them we 
must be industrious, frugal, and of good repute ; we 
desire domestic happiness, and to obtain it we must 
practice the domestic virtues ; we desire the good-will 
of our fellow-men with the advantages which it brings, 
and to obtain it we must practice the virtues of good 
members of society and good citizens. There is no 
such thing as altruism in the literal sense of that term. 
Self is present in all we do, though the self is that of 
a being who desires love and fellowship as well as food 
and raiment ; with which qualification the philosophy 
which has resolved morality into setf-interest, thongii 
much decried, would be right enough. No man ever 
really acts against what he apprehends at the time to 
be his interest, though his interest may lead him to 
saerifiee his animal or individnal to his domestic or 
soeial desires. 

G<»J>WZN Smith 
Oueti€8 at ike Riddk of Exittence 
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LITTLE BY LITTLE 

LITTLE hy little, as some down-trod weed 
Leaf after leaf lifts paiiifolly again, 
Does life renew its nses. Though remain 
Desire nor hope, though every heart-wound bleed, 

Nature's high law no mortal may impede 
In its remorseless working. Wholly vain 
Protest or strife ; we to obey are fain. 

Slaves of strong destiny in thought and deed. 

As those whom destiny compels, we take 
One after one all life's old duties up ; 
Its oares and fears, its terrors and its aehe ; 

Even its joys, though each, an empty cup 

Where once was wine, but serves the thought to 

wake 

Of draught divine we once from it did sup. 

. Ablo Batss 

Sonnets in Shadow 
Otf^yrighA 1887, by Boberto Bvoili«n 



SCIENCE AND MORALS 

IF the diseases of society consist in the weakness of 
its &ith in the existence of the Grod of the the* 
ologians, in a future state, and in uncaused volitions, 
the indication, as the doctors say, is to suppress the* 
ology and philosophy, whose bickerings about things of 
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Science and Morals 

whioh they know nothing have heen the prime cause 
and continual sustenance of that evil scepticism whioh 
is the nemesis of meddling with the unknowable. 

Cinderella is modestly conscious of her ignorance of 
these high matters. She lights the fire, sweeps the 
house, and provides the dinner; and is rewarded by 
being told that she is a base creature, deyoted to low 
and material interests. But in her garret she has fairy 
yisions out of the ken of the pair of shrews who are 
quarreling downstairs. She sees the order which per- 
yades the seeming disorder of the world ; the great 
drama of evolution, with its full share of pity and 
terror, but also with abundant goodness and beauty, 
unrolls itself before her eyes, and she learns in her 
heart of hearts the lesson that the foundation of mor- 
ality is to have done, once and for all, with lying ; to 
give up pretending to belieye that for which there is 
no evidence, and repeating unintelligible propositions 
about things beyond the possibilities of knowledge. 

She knows that the safety of morality lies neither in 
the adoption of this or that philosophical speculation, 
or this or that philosophical creed, but in a real and 
living belief in that fixed order of nature which sends 
social disorganization upon the track of immorality as 
surely as it sends physical disease after physical tress- 
passes. And of that firm and lively faith it is her high 
mission to be the priestess. 

Thoscas Hxnut Huxlet 
Eitayi 
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ALONG THE NOISY CTTY WATS 

ALONG the noii^ eity ways 
And in this rattling city oar. 
On this the dreariest of days. 
Perplexed with bnsiness fret and jar, 

When suddenly a young, sweet face 

Looked on my petulance and pain 
And lent it something of its grace 

And charmed it into peace again. 

The day was just as blealc without, 

My neighbors just as oold within. 
And troth was just as foil of doubt, 

The world was just as full of sin« 

But in the light of that young smile 

The world grew pure, the heart grew wamiy 

And sunshine gleamed a little while 
Across the daikness of the stonn. 

I did not care to seek her name, 

I only said, « God bless thy life, 
Thy sweet young grace be still the jams, 
Or happy maid or happy wife." 
1858 Phillips Bbookb 

Xhe febove wm found in on* of PhiUip* Brooks* early BOto>books 
in which ho jotted down thoughts end muaanadm.—Boitoi^ Trtm^ 
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THE SOUL AND THE FUTURE LIFE 

THE strengih of the human f ntnie oyer the celes* 
tial future is clearly pre-eminent. Make the 
future hope a social activity, and we give to the pres- 
ent life a social ideal. Make the future hope personal 
beatitude, and personality is stamped deeper on every 
act of oor daily life. Now we nmy make the future 
hope, in the truest sense, social, inasmuch as our future 
is simply an active existence prolonged by society. 
And our future hope rests not in any vague yearning, 
of which we have as little evidence as we have definite 
conception : it rests on a perfectly certain truth ac- 
cepted by all thoughtful minds, the truth that the ac- 
tions, feelings, thoughts, of every one of us— our 
minds, our characters, our souls, as organic wholes — 
do marvelously mold and influence each other ; that 
the highest part of ourselves, the abiding part of us, 
passes into other lives, and continues to live in other 
fives. Can we conceive a more potent stimulus to 
rectitude, to daily and hourly striving after true life 
than this ever present sense that we are indeed im- 
mortal ; not that we have an immortal something 
within us, but that in very truth we ourselves, our 
thinking, feeling, acting personalities, are immortal; 
nay, cannot die, but must ever continue what we make 
them, working and doing, if no longer receiving and 
enjoying ? And not merely we ourselves, in our per- 
sonal identity, are immortal, but each act, thought, 
and feeling is immortal, and this immortality is not 
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Alternatives 

Bome eestatio and indescribable condition in space, but 
aetiyity on earth in the real and known work of life, in 
the welfare of those whom we haye loyed, and in the 
happiness of those who come after ns. 

The difference between our fiuth and that of the 
orthodox is this : we look to the permanence of the ao- 
tiyities which giye others happiness ; they look to the 
permanence of the consciousness which can enjoy hap- 
piness. Which is the nobler ? 

Frederic Harrison 

8m xvply to abov* by ThomM Emurj Hiudey, in Saotioii link 



ALTERNATIVES 

LONG fed on bomidless hopes, O race of man. 
How angrily thou spum'st all simple fare I 
Christ, some one says, was human, as we are ; 
No judge eyes us from heayen, our sin to scan ; 
We liye no more when we haye done our span, 

« Well, then for Christ,'' thou answerest, ** who can 

care? 
From sin which Heayen records not, why forbear ? 
Liye we like brutes our life without a plan ! '' 

So answerest thou ; but why not rather say — 
« Hath man no second life ? Pitch this one high. 
Sits there no judge in heayen our sin to see ? 
More strictly, then, the inward judge obey I 
Was Christ a man like us ? Ah, let us try 
If we, too, then, can be such men as he I " 

Matthew Arkold 
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MAN CAN DO HIS DUTY 

THE impossibility of oonceiying that this grand 
and wondrous universe, with our conscious 
selves, arose through chance, seems to me the chief 
argument for the existence of God ; but whether this 
is an argument of real value, I have never been able to 
decide. I am aware that if we admit a first cause, the 
mind still craves to know whence it came, and how it 
arose. Nor can I overlook the difficulty from the im- 
mense amount of suffering through the world. I am, 
also, induced to defer to a certain extent to the judg- 
ment of the many able men who have fully believed in 
God ; but here again I see how poor an argument this 
is. The safest conclusion seems to me that the whole 
subject is beyond the scope of man's intellect ; but man 
can do his duty. Chableb Dabwin 

Lift and Letten 
In aiunrer to » zoqueit for his tIowi on nUglon 

A FLIGHT FROM GLORY 

ONCE, from the parapet of gems and glow. 
An Angel said, « O God, the heart grows cold 
On these eternal battlements of gold, 
Where all is pure, but cold as virgin snow. 

Here sobs are never heard ; no salt tears flow ; 

Here there are none to help— nor sick nor old ; 

No wrong to fight, no justice to uphold : 
Grant me thy leave to live man's life below.'' 
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Not in Vain 

"And then Minihiliition ? " God lepliad. 

'•Yes/' said the Angel, « e^en that dzead pdoe ; 
For earthly tears are worth eternal night.** 

« Then go,** said God. — The Angel opfened wide 

His daggling wings, gazed back on Heaven thrioe, 
And plnnged for OTer from the walls of Light. 

Euoehb Lke-Hamilton 
^S<mneUofth€ Wmglus Eown^ 
Copyright 18M, br VUnm A Kimten 



NOT IN VAIN 

LET me not deem thai I was madis in usin. 
Or that mj beings was an aoadent 

Whiah Fate» in working its sublime intent, 
Not wished to be, to hinder would not deign. 
Each drop uneonnted in a storm of rain. 

Hath its own mission, and is duly sent 

To its own leaf or bhide, not idly spent 
'Mid myriad dimples on the shipless main. 
Th0 very riiadow of an inseot^s wing, 

For whiiA the violet eared not while it stayed 
Yet felt the lighter for its vanishing. 

Proved that the son was shining by its shade; 
Then can a drop of the eternal springs 

Shadow of living lights, in vain be made ? 

Habtlbt Couebzdos 
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MORTAL MEN MAY BE GOOD MEN 

THOMAS YOUNG in « Night Thoughts" (FInt 
Night), says : 

•• Aa in ih* dying ptmnfe diM ibe ehild, 
TfrtoA with ImmorteUty azpizM. 
Wlko taUi me 1m deniM the Mial immortal, 
mnto'tt hisboM^ hM told me ho'i » kusf. 
His dvty ia to lore hfaiualf alone, 
Kor oare if manUnd periah, if he niilea.** 

We oan imagine the man who ** denies his sonl im- 
mortal," leplying, ** It is quite possihle that you would 
he a knaye, and lore yourself alone, if it were not for 
your helief in immortality; hut you are not to foroe 
iqion me what would result from your own want of 
moral emotion. I am just and honest, not heoause I 
ezpeot to live in another world, hut heoause, haying 
felt the pain of injustice and dishonesty toward my- 
self, I haye a fellow-feeling with other men, who 
would suiEev the same pain if I were unjust or dis- 
honest toward them. Why should I giye my neighhor 
short weight in this world, heeause there is not another 
world in which I should haye nothing to weigh out to 
him ? I am honest because I don't like to inflict eyil 
on others in this life, not because I am afraid of eyil 
in another. The fact is, I do no! loye myself alone, 
whateyer logical necessity there may be for that con- 
clusion in your mind. I haye a tender loye for my 
wife, and children, and friends, and through that loye 
I sympathize with like affections in other men. It is a 
pang to me to witness the suffering of a fellow-being, 
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We Live in Deeds 

and I feel his Buffering the more acutely because he is 
mortal — ^because his life is so short, and I would have 
it, if possible, filled with happiness and not misery. 
Through my union and fellowship with the men and 
women I have seen, I feel a like, though a fainter, 
sympathy with those Ihaye not seen ; and I am able so 
to liye in imagination with the generations to come, 
that their good is not alien to me, and is a stimulus to 
me to labor for ends which may not benefit myself, but 
will benefit them. It is possible that you might pre- 
fer to 'lire the brute,' to sell your country, or to 
slay your father, if you were not afraid of some dis- 
agreeable consequences from the criminal laws of 
another world ; but eyen if I could conceiye no mo- 
tiye but my own worldly interest or the gratification of 
my animal desires, I have not observed that beastliness, 
treachery, and parricide, are the direct way to happi- 
ness and comfort on earth." 

Georoe Eliot 
E»»ay on the poet Young 

WE LIVE IN DEEDS 

WE live in deeds, not years ; in thoughts, not 
breaths; 
In feelings, not in figures on a diaL 
We should count time by heart throbs. He most liyes 
Who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best. 

Yet truth and falsehood meet in seeming, like 
The falling leaf and shadow on the pool's face. 
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While We May 

Men might be better if we better deemed 
Of them. The wont way to improve the world 
Is to condemn it. Men may overget 
Delusion, not despair. 

Phujp Jambs Badjet 
Festus 

WHILE WE MAT 

I'^HE hands are such dear hands; 
They are so full. They torn at onr demands 
So often. They reach out, 
With trifles scarcely thought about. 

So many times. They do 
So very many things for me, f oi yon ; 

If their fond wills mistake. 
We may well bend, not break. 

They are such fond, frail lips 

That speak to us. Pray, if love strips 

Them of discretion many times. 
Or if they speak too slow, or quick, such crimes 

We may pass by, for we may see 
Days not far off when these small words may be 
Held not as slow, or quick, or out of place, but dear 

Because the lips are no more here. 

They are such dear familiar feet that go 
Along the path with ours; feet fast, or slow; 
And trying to keep pace, if they mistake. 
Or tread upon some flower that we would take 
Copyright 1886, by WMte, Stokei & AU«n 
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While We May 

Upon our breast, or brniBe oome reed. 
Or crush poor Hope until it bleed. 

We may be mute, 
Not tnming to impute 
GiaTB fault, for they and we 
Hare such a little way to go, can be 
Together such a little while along the way, 
We will be patient while we may. 

So many little faults we find : 

We see them, for not blind 
Is loye ; we see them, but if you and I 
Perhaps remember them some by and by 

They will not be 
Faults then— grave faults — to you and me^ 
But just odd ways, mistakes, or eyen less, 

Bemembranoes to bless. 

Days change so many things — ^yes, hoorB— • 
We see so differently in sons and showers; 

Mistaken words to-night 
May be so cherished by to-morrow's light I 

We may be patient, for we know 

There's such a little way to go. 

Gbobob Kunolb 
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MORALITY AND RELIGION 

MORAL roles, apprehended as ideas first, and 
then rigorously followed as laws, are, and 
must he, for the sage only. The mass of .mankind 
haye neither force of intellect enough to apprehend 
them olearly as ideas, nor force of character enough to 
follow them strictly as laws. The mass of mankind 
can he carried along a course full of hardship for the 
natural man, can he home over the thousand impedi- 
ments of the narrow way, only by the tide of a joyful 
and bounding emotion. It is impossible to rise from 
reading Epictetus or Marcus Aurelius without a sense 
of constraint and melancholy, without feeling that the 
burden laid upon man is well-nigh greater than he can 
bear. Honor to the sages who have felt this, and yet 
hare home it ! Yet, even for the sage, this sense of 
labor and sorrow in his march toward the goal consti- 
tutes a relatiye inferiority ; the noblest souls of what- 
eyer creed, the pagan Empedocles as well as the 
Christian Paul, haye insisted on the necessity of an in- 
spiration, a joyful emotion, to make man perfect. An 
obscure indication of this necessity is the one drop of 
truth in the ocean of yerbiage with which the con- 
troyersy on justification by faith has flooded the world. 
But, for the ordinary man, this sense of labor and 
sorrow constitutes an absolute disqualification ; it par- 
alyises him ; under the weight of it he cannot make 
way toward the goal at all. The paramount yirtue of 



religion is, that it has UgkUd up morality ; that it has 
supplied the emotion and the inspiration needful for 
oarrjing the sage along the narrow way perfectly, for 
carrying the ordinary man along it at all. E^en the 
religions with most dross in them haTe had something 
of this Tirtne ; hut the Christian religion manifests it 
with unexampled splendor. 

Matthew Arnold 
Enays m Critici$m 



REY^ILL^ 

SLEEPERS, awake I the night is slowly dying, 
The dawn is breaking on a thousand hills. 

The truth is trickling in a thousand rills. 
The phantoms of the past are swiftly flying. 
The idols ignominiously lying 

Deep in the dust of self -deluded wiUs, 

The legendary righteousness that fills 
Our bosoms with uncertainty and sighing, 
Hie ignorance that knows not — cares not — why ; 

The cowardice that trembles at the firing, 
The selfishness that truckles to a lie, 

The prejudice that interdicts inquiring. 
Did God give mind then but to dig a graye 
Wherein to bury^all the gifts He gave ? 

Phiup Acton 
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RELIGION AND CONDUCT 

FOR my part I do not admit that morality is not 
strong enough to hold its own. But if it is 
demonstrated to me that I am wrong, and that without 
this or that theological dogma the human race will 
lapse into bipedal cattle, more brutal than the beasts 
by the measure of their greater oleyemessy my next 
question is to ask for proof of the truth of the dogma. 
If this proof is f orthooming, it is my conyiction that no 
drowning sailor eyer clutched a hen-coop more tena- 
ciously than mankind will hold by such dogma, what- 
eyer it may be. But if not, then I yerily belieye that 
the human race will go its eyil way ; and my only con- 
solation lies in the reflection that, howeyer bad our pos- 
terity may become, so long as they hold by the plain 
rule of not pretending to belieye what they haye no 
reason to belieye because it may be to their adyantage 
so to pretend, they will not haye reached the lowest 
depths of immorality. 

Thomas Hbnbt Huzlbt 
On the Influence upon Morality of a Dedme m Religiout 

BeUtf 



153 



WHEN IN DISGRACE 

WHEN, in diBgrttee with fortune and mtn'a eyesy 
I all alone beweep my outcast state, 
And trouble deaf liea.ven with mj bootless oiies» 

And look upon myself, and ourse my fate. 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featured like him, like him with friends possess'd. 
Desiring this man's art and that man's scope, 

With what I most enjoy contented least ; 
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 

Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 
like to the lark at break of day arising 

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven's gate ; 
For thy sweet love remember'd such wealth brings 
That then I aeom to change my state with kings. 

WiLUAM ShAKSFBBB 
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JOT IN THE RIGHT 

EVERY age of European thought has had its 
Cyrenaics or Epicureans under many disguises : 
eyen under the hood of the monk. But—LH tu eat 
and drinkf far UMnorrow we die ! — ^is a proposal the real 
import of which differs immensely, according to the 
natural taste^ and the acquired judgment, of the guests 
who sit at the table. It may express nothing better 
than the instinct of Dante's Ciacco, the accomplished 
glutton, in the mud of the Inferno ; or, since on no 
hypothesis does ** man lire by bread alone," may come 
to be identical with — ** My meat is to do what is just 
and kind ; " while the soul, which can make no sincere 
claim to haTe apprehended anything beyond the yeil of 
experience, yet neyer loses a sense of happiness in con- 
forming to the highest moral ideal it can clearly define 
for itself ; and actually, though with but faint hopoi 
does the << Father's business." 

Walter Patbb 
Mariui the Epicurean 
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A LITTLE PABABLfi 

I MADE the cross myself whose wei^ 
Wu later laid on me. 
This thought is torture as I toil 
Up life's steep CalTary. 

To think mine own hands drove the nails i 

I sang a merry song, 
And ehose the heayiest wood I had 

To boild it firm and strong. 

If I had guessed — ^if I had dreamed 

Its weight was meant for me, 
I should have made a lighter cross 
To hear up Calyary I 

Akke Rkevb Aldbioh 
Sanffi dbwt Life, Lcve^ and Dmxth 
OapjrrifflKfe 18B8, I^CtavrlM SeribiMr't Sou 
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Ifmji hark $mki 'tu to another tea I 

WnixAM EujEBT CHAimnro 

Rwer$ to the ocean run, 

Nor etay m aU tkeir coune ; 
Fbre atcending $eek$ the mm^ 

Both speed them to their source 
So a soul tha^s bom of CM 

Pants to view His glorious/aee 
Upward tends to His abode. 

To rest in His embrace. 

BOBBBT SBAORATB 



THE PESCADERO PEBBLES 

WHERE slopes the beach to the setting suOt 
On the Pesoadero shore, 
For ever and ever the restless surf 
Rolls up with its sullen roar. 

And grasping the pebbles in white haodsi 

And chafing them together. 
And grinding them against the cliib 

In stormj and sunny weather. 

It gives them never any rest: 

All day, all night, the pain 
Of their long agony sobs on. 

Sinks, and then swells again. 

And seekers come from every dime, 

To search with eager care, 
For those whose rest has been the least ; 

For such have grown more fair. 

But yonder, round a point of rock. 

In a quiet, sheltered cove, 
Where storm ne'er breaks, and sea ne'er oomesy 

The seekers never rove. 

The pebbles lie 'neath the sunny sky 

Quiet forevermore : 
In dreams of everlasting peace 

They sleep upon the shore. 
Oopyrifflit 1888» \ij O«org« H. XOk 
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A Dream 

But ugly, and ronghy and jagged still 
Are they left by the passing yeazs ; 

For they miss the beat of the angry storms. 
And the snrf that drips in tears. 

The hard turmoil of the pitiless sea 
Turns the pebble to beauteous gem. 

They who escape the agony 
Miss also the diadeuL 

MnroT JuDBON Savage 



A DREAM 

IT seemed as if I had awakened just before day- 
break, and that I stood in the midst of a vast 
illimitable plain, over which deep white sand was 
blown into wreaths and eddies by a slowly rising wind. 
Before me and beside me, as far as my eye could see, 
were grayes ; they had been given up to the drifting 
sand so long that their outlines were wellnigh obliter- 
ated. Here and there what had been the base of a 
marble headstone remained white and rounded ; and 
toppling memorials of granite, defaced and illegible, 
told of ages of surrender to frost and sand and gale. 

I had risen from my grave. I could vaguely recog- 
nize the slanting shaft near by as the lofty obelisk 
erected in my boyhood to the memory of my Other's 
father — a man In his day eminent in the place of his 
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A Dream 

birth and death. It was the resurreotion mom ; I 
-was of the first to rise from the dead. I felt no fear, 
only a certain benumbed expectancy. I knew that 
my father and mother stood behind me, but I dared 
not obey my strong impulse to turn and look upon 
them ; I was restrained, I knew not why or how. In 
the East, from moment to moment, the morning light 
grew brighter ; soon the sun appeared aboye the hori- 
zon, surely larger, more radiant than eyer before. On 
the right hand and on the left the dead continued to 
come forth from the beating sand, to stand silently 
and calmly facing the East. Near me arose a young 
woman — ^no other than a sister who had died when I 
was twelye. By her side stood her little daughter. 
Then appeared her husband, who had died in middle 
life, and last of all an old man with shriyeled front 
and long white hair ; he exchanged glances with my 
sister, and I knew that she, the young woman, wai 
mother to this old man. 

Little by little the plain throughout its whole ex- 
panse became thickly peopled. In all that yast multi- 
tude nearly eyery face was peaceful; only a few bore 
marks of the pain which had been their last pain, and 
gradually these traces faded away. Men and women, 
youths and maidens, children and babes, all stood to- 
gether with wistful gaze fixed upon the East, whence 
should come HE who would open the gates of the 
New Life. Eyery heart in all those myriads throbbed 
as did mine, there was no spirit of dread in any — only 
a confidence that all was well — that more and better 
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Intimations of Immortality 

mw in store for us all than we had eyer hoped or pic- 
tured ; that there had heen a divine ineYitableneas in 
the good and e\ril of that Old Life-— now so far off and 
80 mnoh softened in the reeoUection. 
I remember no more. 

Aktoots Lebbuv 



INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITT 

OUB birth ia bat a sleep and a forgetting; 
The soul that riaee with na, our life's star. 
Hath had elsewhere its setting, 

And eometh from a&r, 
Not in entire f orgetfolness. 
And not in utter nakedness. 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home. 
Heaven lies about us in our infancy 1 
Shades of the prisonrhouse begin to olose 

Upon the growing boy ; 
But ha bdiolds the light, and whenee it flows-*- 

He sees it in his joy. 
The youth, who daily farther from the east 
Must travel, still is nature's priett» 
And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way attended ; 
At length the man perceives it die away. 
And fade into the light of common day. 
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Intimations of Immortality 

Oh joy I th*t in ovr emben 

Is something that doth live, 
That nature jet remembexs 
What wai so f ugitive 1 
The thought of our past years in me doth breed 
Perpetual benediction : not, indeed. 

For that which is most worthy to be blest — 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 

Of childhood, whether busy or at rest. 

With new-pledged hope still flntteriag in his 



Not for these I raise 
The song of thanks and praise ; 
But for those obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward things, 
Fallings from us, Tanishings, 
Blank misgiyings of a creature 
Moying about in worlds not realized. 

High instincts, before which our mortal nature 
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised — 
But for those first affections. 
Those shadowy recollections, 
Which, be they what they may. 
Are yet the fountain-light of all our day, 
Are yet a master light of all our seeing, 

Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 

Of the eternal silence : truths to wake. 
To perish never — 
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavor, 
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Interlacements 

Nor man, nor hoy, 
Nor all thftt ia at enmity with joj, 
Can utterly abolish or destroy 1 

Henoe in a season of calm weather, 
Though inland far we be, 
Onr sonls have si^t of that immortal sea 
Which brought ns hither — 
Can in a moment travel thither, 
And see the children sport npon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling eTermore. 

William Wobdswobth 



DTTEBLACEMENTS 

IN human works, though labored on with pain, 
A thousand movements scarce one purpose gain ; 
With God's, a single can its end produce, 
Yet serves to second, too, some other use. 
So man, who here seems principal alone. 
Perhaps acts second to some sphere unknown. 
Touches some wheel, or verges to some goal, 
'Tis but a part we see, and not the whole. 

Alexander Pope 
Essay on Man 
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IS LIFE WORTH LIVING ? 

I CONFESS that I do not see why the veiy ezu- 
tence of an invisible world maj not in part de* 
pend on the personal response which anj one of us 
maj make to the religions appeal. Grod, himself » in 
short, maj draw vital strength and increase of very 
being from onr fidelity. For my part, I do not know 
what the sweat and blood and tragedy of this life 
mean, if they mean anything short of this. If this 
life be not a real fight, in which something is eternally 
gained for the nniyerse by success, it is no better than 
a game of private theatricals from which one may 
withdraw at will. But it feels like a real fight— as if 
there were something really wild in the imiverse which 
we, with all our idealities and faithfulnesses, were 
needed to redeem ; and first of all to redeem our own 
hearts from atheisms and fears. For such a half- 
wild, half -saved universe our nature is adapted. The 
deepest thing in our nature is this dumb region of the 
heart in which we dwell alone with our willingnesses 
and unwillingnesses, our faiths and fears. As through 
the cracks and crannies of caverns those waters exude 
from the earth's bosom which then form the fountain- 
heads of springs, so in these crepuscular depths of per- 
sonality the sources of all our outer deeds and decisions 
take their rise. Here is our deepest organ of com- 
munication with the nature of things; and compared 
with these concrete movements of our soul all abstract 
Copyright 1896, by WUlUun Jmum 
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Is Life Worth Living ? 

ttatements and seientiiio argmneiits — ^Uie veto, for ex- 
ample, which the poaitrrut pronoimeea npon our faith 
— ioimd to lu like mere ofaatteringa of the teeth. For 
here poaaibilitiea, not ilniahed facts, are the realities 
with which we ha^e aetiTely to deal; and to quote 
William Salter, «as the essence of oonrage is to stake 
one's life on apossibilitj, so the essence of faith is to 
belieye that the possibility exists." 

These, then, are my last words to yon : Be not 
afraid of life. Believe that life is worth living, and 
your belief will help create the fact. The << scientific 
proof " that yon are right may not be clear before the 
day of judgment (or some stage of being which that 
expression may serve to symbolize) is reached. But 
the faithful fighters of this honr, or the beings thai 
then and there will r^resent them, may then turn to 
the fiunt-hearted, who here decline to go on, with 
words like those which Henry IV. greeted the tardy 
Crillon aftM a great "notory had been gained : ^Hang 
yourself, brave Crilloa I we fought at Arques, and yon 
were not there." 

William JAxm 



166 



w 



HOPE 
E eumo^ know 
Avghi of that h^t-ait zealm by xm 

Wh«e, in oar fancy, lilies pni« m snow 
Hook all tha emerald meadows which aze riven 
Jfy wendfefos singing slretBU. We eannet know 
UirtUwego. 

We may net tell 
U oat fseed spirit, seazehing, shall diseofet 

The kindled soids of those ve loved so wril. 
Who, when they passed deal's midnight river over, 
Biised speedkless and alona» We may not tell 
Not yetveheL 

Have we not left 
That gxand impnlse to every great endeavor, 

Which swathes the hyoken hea r t by partings deft? 
HopOf skyward, hums its beacon-light forever, 
Beekoningns toward the troth : this we have left 
Who are bereft. 

USKVOWN 

The Madical, BoMtont November, 1868 

Bifij to ** Tb9 UailiooTwed GoQiifcry,*' by Sdmniid Glwnioa Stod- 
DMk ; ■•• BeetUni Vint. 
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THE IDEA OF GOD 

THE mfimteaad etenud Power that is manifested 
in evwy pulsatioii of the uniTezBe is none other 
than the liiring Grod. We maj ezhanst the resources of 
metaphysics in debating how far his nature may fitly be 
expressed in terms applicable to the psychical nature of 
Man ; snch vain attempts will only serve to show how 
we are dealing with a theme that mnst oyer transcend 
onr finite powers of conception. Bat of some things 
we may feel sure. Humanity is not a mere local inci- 
dent in an endless aud aimless series of cosmical 
changes. The eyents of the uniyerse are not the work 
of chance, neither are they the outcome of blind neces- 
sity. Practically there is a purpose in the world 
whereof it is our highest duty to learn the lesson, how- 
ever well or ill we may fare in rendering a scientific 
account of it. When from the dawn of life we see 
things working together toward the evolution of the 
highest spiritual attributes of Man, we know, however 
the words may stumble in which we try to say it, that 
Grod is in the deepest sense a moral Being. The ever- 
lasting source of phenomena is none other than the 
infinite Power that makes for Righteousness. Thou 
canst not by searching find Him out ; yet put thy trust 
in Him, and against thee the gates of hell shall not 
prevail ; for there is neither wisdom nor understanding 
nor counsel against the Eternal. 

JohkFiskb 

The Idea of God 

Copyright 1886, 1^ Jolm FUks 
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WAITING 

SERENE I fold mj hands and wait. 
Nor care for wind, or tide, or sea ; 
I raye no more 'gainst time or fate. 
For lo I mj own shall come to me. 

I stay my haste, I make delays, 

For what avails this eager pace ? 
I stand amid the eternal ways, 

And what is mine shall know myfaee. 

Asleep, awake, by night or day, 
The friends I seek are seeking me ; 

No wind can drive my bark astray. 
Nor change the tide of destiny. 

What matter if I stand alone ? 

I wait with joy the coming years ; 
My heart shall reap where it has sown. 

And gamer up its fmit of tears. 

The waters know their own, and draw 
The brook that springs in yonder heights ; 

So flows the good with equal law 
Unto the sool of pnre delights. 

The stars come nightly to the sky. 

The tidal wave onto the sea ; 
Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor hi^ 

Can keep my own away from me. 

John Burboughs 
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REASON 

DIM M the bonoVd beami of moon and ttan 
To loneljy weaiy, wandering travelexsy 
If Beason to the soul ; and as on high 
Those rolling fires diseoTer but the sky, 
Not light OS here ; so Reason's glimmering ray 
Was lent, not to assure oar doabtM way 
Bvt gnide ns upward to a better day, 
And as those nightly tapers disappear. 
When day's bright lord ascends onr hemisphere ; 
So pale grows Reason at Religion's sight ; 
So dies, and so dissolves, in snpematnral light. 

John Dbtden 



SEEN AND UNSEEN 

OH, thon Grod's mariner, heart of 
Spread canvas to the airs divine I 
Spread sail I and let thy fortune be 
Forgotten in thy Destiny. 

For Destiny porsnes ns well. 

By sea, by land, through heaven or hell : 

It suffers Death alone to die. 

Bids Life all change and ehanoe defy. 

Gapjfight 1887, bf Lm A Bbepaid 
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Seen and Unseen 

Would earth's dark ooean suck thee down ? ' 
Earth's ocean thon, O Life, shalt drown, 
Shalt flood it with thy finer waye, 
Andy sepnlcheredy entomb thy grave I 

life loyeth life and good ; then tmst 
What most the spirit would, it must ; 
Deep wishes, in the heart that be, 
Are blossoms of Necessity. 

A thread of law nms through thy prayer, 
Stronger than iron cables are ; 
And LoTC and Longing toward her goal 
Are pilots sweet to guide the Soul. 

So Life must live, and Soul must sail^ 
And Unseen over Seen prevail, 
And all God's argosies oome to shore, 
Let ocean smile, or ra^ or roar. 

And so, 'mid storm or calm, my bark 
With snowy wake still nears her mark ; 
Cheerily the trades of being blow. 
And sweeping down the wind I go. 

David Atwood Wassok 
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~I VEX ME NOT WITH BROODING ON 
THE YEARS" 

I VEX me not with brooding on the years 
That were ere I drew breath : why should I then 

Distrust the darkness that may fall again 
When life is done ? Perchance in other spheres — 
Dead planets — ^I onoe tasted mortal tears, 

And walked as now among a throng of men. 

Pondering things that lay beyond my ken, 
Questioning death, and solacing my fears. 
Who knows ? Ofttimes strange sense have I of this. 

Vague memories that hold me with a spell, 

Touches of unseen lips upon my brow. 
Breathing some incommunicable bliss 1 

In years foregone, O Soul, was all not well ? 

Still loyelier life awaits thee. Fear not thou ! 

Thomas Bailey Aldrich 

Gapjfi(lKt 1886, 1^ Houghton, IDfflm &Co. 



O THOU, WHOSE IMAGE 

OTHOU, whose image in the shrine 
Of human spirits dwells divine. 
Which from that precinct once conyeyed. 
To be to outer day displayed. 
Doth yanish, part, and leaye behind 
Mere blank and yoid of empty mind. 
Which willful fancy seeks in yain 
With casual shapes to fill again. 
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The Larger Prayer 

Thou, that in our bosom's shrine 
Dost dwell, unknown because divine. 

1 thought to speak, I thought to say, 
"The light is here," "Behold the way," 
"The Toice was thus," and " Thus the word," 

And "Thus I saw," and " That I heard " ; 
But from the lips that half essayed. 
The imperfect utterance fell unmade. 

Thou, in that mysterious shrine 
Enthroned, as I must say, divine. 

1 will not frame one thought of what 
Thou mayst either be or not. 

I will not prate of "thus " and " so," 
And be profane with "yes" and "no" : 
Enough that in our soul and heart 
Thou, whatso'er Thou mayest be, art. 

Arthub Hugh Clough 



THE LARGER PRAYER 

AT first I -prayed for light : 
Could I but see the way. 
How gladly, swiftly would I walk 
To everlasting day 1 

And next I prayed for Strength : 
That I might tread the road 

With firm unfaltering feet, and win 
The heaven's serene abode. 
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Blessed Are They That Mourn 

And then I asked for Faith : 

Could I but trust mj God, 
I'd live enfolded in his peaee^ 

Though foes were all abroad. 

Bnt now I pray for Loye : 

Deep loye to Grod and man, 
A liying love that will not fidl, 

Howeyer dark his plan. 

And Light and Strength and Faith 

Are opening eyerywhere I 
Grod only waited for me till 

I prayed the larger prayer. 

Ednah Dow Chenst. 



BLESSED ARE THEY TBLA.T MOURN 

ODEEM not that earth's crowning bliss 
Is fonnd in joy alone ; 
For sorrow, bitter though it be, 
Hath blessings all its own. 

From lips diyine^ like lift^^ling balm 
To hearts oppressed and torn. 

The heayenly consolation fell, — 
"Blessed are they that mounu' 
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Prayer of a Deaf and Dumb Boy 

Who neyer monni'd bath neTor known 

What treasures grief reveals, 
The sympathies that humanize, 

The tenderness that heals. 

The power to look within the yeil. 

And learn the heavenly lore, 
The key-word to life's mysteries, 

So dark to us before. 

Supernal wisdom, love divine, 

Breathed thro' the lips which said, 
<< O blessed are the souls that mourn. 
They shall be comforted." 

William HsimT Burleigh 



PRAYER OF A DEAF AND DUMB BOY 

^ T T THEN my long attached friend comes to me, 
V V I ^^^ pleasure to converse with him, and 
I rejoice to pass my eyes over his countenance ; but 
soon I weary of spending my time causelessly and un- 
improved, and I desire to leave him (but not in rude- 
ness), because I wished to be engaged in my business. 
But thou, O my Father, knowest I always delight to 
commune with thee in my lone and silent heart ; I am 
never full of thee ; I am always desiring thee. I 
hunger with strong hope and affection for thee, and I 
thirst for thy grace and thy spirit. 
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Let Down the Bars, O Death ! 

« When I go to Tuit my friendfl, I miut put on my 
best garments, and I must think of my manner to 
please them. I am tired to stay long, because my 
mind is not free, and they sometimes talk gossip with 
me. But oh, my Father, thou visitest me in my work, 
and I can lift up my desires to thee, and thou dost not 
steal my time by foolishness. I always ask in my 
heart, where can I find thee ? '* 
Quoted by Ralph Waldo Etnerton in an Etsay on 

Prayer 



LET DOWN THE BARS, O DEATH I 

LET down the bars, O Death I 
The tired flocks come in 
Whose bleating ceases to repeat, 
Whose wandering is done. 

Thine is the stillest night, 
Thine the securest fold ; 
Too near thou art for seeking thee. 
Too tender to be told. 

A death-blow is a life-blow to some 
Who, till they died, did not aliye become ; 
Who, had they lived, had died, but when 
They died, vitality begun. 



Emily Dickinson 



Copyright 1890, by Roberts Brothen 
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COME NOT, OH LORD I 

COME not, oh Lord 1 in the dread rohe of 
splendor 
Thon worest on the Monnt, in the day of Thine ire ; 
Come Yeiled in those shadows, deep, awfnl, but tender, 
Which Mercy flings oyer Thy features of fire 1 

Lord I Thou rememberest the night when Thy nation 
Stood fronting her foe by the red-rolling stream ; 

On Egypt Thy pillar frowned dark desolation. 
While Israel basked all the night in its beam. 

So when the dread clouds of anger enfold Thee, 
From us, in Thy mercy, the dark side remoTe ; 

While shrouded in terrors the goilty behold Thee, 
Oh, turn upon us the mild light of Thy Loye I 

Thomas Moobb. 



EVELYN HOPE 

BEAUTIFUL Evelyn Hope is dead I 
Sit and watch by her side an hour. 
That is her book-shelf, this her bed ; 

She plucked that piece of geranium-flower, 
Beginning to die, too, in the glass ; 

Little has yet been changed, I think : 
The shutters are shut — no light may pass, 
Save two long rays thro' the hinge's chink. 
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Evelyn Hope 

Sixteen yetn old when she died I 

Perhaps the had Bcaroel j heard mj name ; 
It was not her time to love : beside, 

Her life had many a hope and aim 
Duties enough and little cares, 

And now was quiet, now astir, 
TQl God's hand beckoned unawares, — 

And the sweet white brow is all of her. 

Is it too late, then, ETefyn Hope T 
What I TOOT sonl was pure and true ; 

The good atais met m jour heroscope. 
Made jcm of spirit, fiie, and dew — 

And, just because I was thrice as old. 

And «w paths ia tiie world diiFerged so wide^ 

Each waa noii^ to each, must I be told T 

We wen f eUaw-mortslar-nougfat beside f 

No, indeed I for God aboTe 

Is great to grant, as mighty to mske, 
And creates the loye to reward the love ; 

I claim you still, for my own lo^'s sake I 
Delayed, it may be for mora liyes yet. 

Through worlds I shaJl traverse, not a few | 
Much is to learn, and q^uch to forget 

Ere the time be come f oi taking you. 
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Evelyn Hope 

Bnt the tune will oome-— «t last it will. 

When, Evelyn Hope, what meant, (I shall sajy) 
In the lower earth, in the yearn long still — 

That body and sonl so pure and gay ? 
Why your hair was amber, I shall divine. 

And your month of yonr own geranium^s red, 
And what jon would do with me, in fine. 

In the new life eome in the old one's stead. 

I have lived, (I shall say) so much since then* 

Given up myself so many times. 
Gained me the gains of various men. 

Ransacked the ages, spoiled the climes ; 
Yet one thing — one-— in my soul's full scope, 

Either I missed or itself missed me : 
And I want to find you, Evelyn Hop« I 

What is the issue ? Jj^ us see I 

I loved you, Evelyn, all the while. 

My heart seemed full as it could hold ? 
There was place and to spare for the frank young 
smile. 

And the red youn^ mouth, and the }mt^^ yqimg 
gold. 
So, hush, — ^I will give you this leaf to keep i 

See, I shut it inside the sweeti eold hand I 
There, that is our secret I go to sleep I 

You will wake, and remember, and understand. 

ROBBBT BbOWNINO. 
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THE PULLEY 

WHEN God at first made man, 
Having a glass of blessings standing by^ 
Let US, said He, pour on him all we can, 

Let the world's riches, which dispersed lie, 
Contract into a span. 

So strength first made a way, 

Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honor, pleaame ; 
When almost all was out God made a stay, 

Perceiying that alone of aU His treasure 
Best at the bottom lay. 

For if I should, said He, 

Bestow this jewel also on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts instead of me. 

And rest in nature, not the Grod of nature, 
So both should losers be. 

Yet let him keep the rest, 

But keep them with repining restlessness ; 
Let him be rich and weary, that at least 

If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 
May toss him to my breast. 

Gbobge Hkrbkbt 



i8o 



I GRIEVE NOT 

I GRIEVE not that ripe Knowledge takes awaj 
The charm that Nature to my childhood wore, 
For, with that insight, cometh day by day, 

A greater bliss than wonder was before ; 
The real doth not dip the poet's wings, — 

To win the secret of a weed's plain heart 
Reyeals some clew to spiritual things, 

And stumbling guess becomes firm-footed art : 
Flowers are not flowers unto the poet's eyes. 

Their beauty thrills him with an inward sense ; 
He knows that outward seemings are but lies, 

Or, at the most, but earthly shadows, whence 
The soul that looks within for truth may guess 
The presence of some wondrous heayenliness. 

Jambs Russell Lowxll 

Oonrright 1806, bj Honghfton, mUliii A Oo. 

IMMORTALITY 

FOR my own part, therefore, I belieye in the im- 
mortality of the soul, not in the sense in which 
I accept the demonstrable truths of science, but as a 
supreme act of faith in the reasonableness of God's 
work. Such a belief, relating to regions quite inac- 
cessible to experience, cannot, of course, be clothed in 
terms of definite and tangible meaning. For the ex- 
perience which alone can give us such terms we must 
await that solemn day which is to overtake us all. 
Copyright 188I, 1^ John Flake 
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Immortality 

The belief een be most qnickl j defined by its negation, 
as the refusal to belieye that this world is all. The 
materialist holds that when you have described the 
whole nniyerse of phenomena, of which we can become 
cognizant nnder the conditions of the present life, then 
the whole story is told. It seems to me, on the con- 
trary, that the whole story is not told. I feel the 
omnipresence of mystery in such wise as to make it 
far easier for me to adopt the view of Euripides, that 
what we call death may be bnt the dawning of tme 
knowledge and tme life. The greatest philosopher of 
modem times, the master and teacher of all who shall 
study the process of evolution for many a day to come, 
holds that the conscious soul is not the product of a 
collocation of material particles, but is, in the deepest 
sense, a divine effluence. According to Mr. Spencer, 
the divine energy which is manifested throughout the 
knowable nniyerse is the same energy that wells up in 
us as consciousness. Speaking for myself, I can see 
no insuperable difficulty in the notion that at some 
period in the evolution of Humanity this divine spark 
may have acquired sufficient concentration and steadi- 
ness to survive the wreck of material forms and en- 
dure forever. Such a crowning wonder seems to me 
no more than the fit climax to a creative work that 
has been ineffably beautiful and marvelous in all its 
myriad stages. John Fiske 

The Dtstiny of Man 
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10 VICTIS 

I SING the hymn of the conquered, who fell in the 
battle of lif e— 
The hymn of the wounded, the beaten, who died over- 
whelmed in the strife ; 
Not the jubilant song of the yiotors, for whom the 

resounding acclaim 
Of nations was lifted in chorus, whose brows wore the 

chaplet of fame. 
But the hymn of the low and the humble, the weary, 

the broken in heart. 
Who strove and who failed, acting bravely a silent and 

desperate part ; 
Whose youth had no flower in its branches, whose hopes 

burned in ashes away. 
From whose hands slipped the prize they had grasped 

at, who stood at the dying of day 
With the wreck of their life all around them, unpitied, 

unheeded, alone. 
With death swooping down o'er their foilure, and all 

but their faith overthrown. 

While the voice of the world shouts its chorus — ^its 

p»an for those who have won ; 
While the trumpet is sounding triumphant, and hi^ 

to the breeze and the sun 
Copyright 1886, b7 W. W. Story 
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lo Victis 

Gay baanen are waying, hands clapping, and hiiRying 

feet 
Thronging after the laurel-crowned yictors, I stand on 

the field of defeat, 
In the shadow, with those who are fallen, and wounded, 

and dying, and there 
Chant a requiem low, place my hand on their pain- 
knotted brows, breathe a prayer. 
Hold the hand that is helpless, and whisper, « They 

only the victory win, 
Who haye fought the good fight, and have vanquished 

the demon that tempts us within ; 
Who haye held to their faith, unseduced by the prize 

that the world holds on high ; 
Who haye dared for a high cause to suffer, resist, fight 

— ^if need be, to die." 

Speak, History I Who are Life's victors ? Unroll 

thy long annals, and say. 
Are they those whom the world called the victors — 

who won the success of a day ? 
The martyrs, or Nero ? The Spartans, who fell at 

Thermopylse's tryst, 
Or the Persians and Xerxes ? His judges, or Socrates? 

Pilate, or Christ ? 

William Wetmore Story 
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SONG OF THE MTSTIC 

I WALK down the Valley of Silence- 
Down the dim yoiceless Valley — alone I 
And I hear not the fall of a footstep 

Around me, save Grod's and my own ; 
And the hiuh of my heart is as holy 
As hoTers where angels have flown ! 

Long ago was I weary of voices 

Whose music my heart conld not win ; 

Long ago was I weary of noises 

That fretted my sonl with their din ; 

Long ago was I weary of places 

Where I met bat the human — and sin. 

I walked through the world with the worldly ; 

I craved what the world never gave ; 
And I said : << Li the world, each Ideal 

That shines like a star on life's wave, 
Li wrecked on the shores of the Beal, 

And sleeps like a dream in a grave." 

And still did I pine for the Perfect, 
And still found the false with the true ; 

I sought 'mid the human for heaven, 
And caught a mere glimpse of its blue ; 

And I wept when the elouds of the mortal 
Veiled even that glimpse from my view. 
Oopyright 1880, bj Abiaa J. Byan 
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Song of the Mystic 

And I toiled on, heari-tiied of the Himuui ; 

And I moened 'mid tlie maiee of men ; 
TIU I knelty long ago, at an altar 

And heard a yoioe call me. Sinoe then 
I walk down the Valley of Silence 

That lies far beyond human ken. 

Do yon ask what I f onnd in the Valley ? 

Tis my trysting-place with the Divine ; 
And I fell at the feet of the Holy, 

And aboye me, a voice said : ** Be mine ! ** 
And there arose from the depths of my spirit 

An echo—" My heart shall be thine." 

Do yon ask how I live in the Valley ? 

I weep — and I dream — and I pray. 
Bnt my tears are as sweet as the dew drops 

That fidl on the roses in May ; 
And my prayer, like a perfume from oensers, 

Aseendeth to God, night and day. 

In the hash of the Valley of Silence, 
I dream all the songs that I sing ; 

And the mnsio floats down the dim Valley, 
Till each finds a word for a wing, 

That to men, like the Dove of the Deluge, 
A message of Peace they may bring. 

But far on the deep there are billows 

That never shall break on the beaeh ; 
And I have heard songs in the Silence 
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The Future 

That never shall float into speech ; 
And I have had dreams in the Valley 
Too lofty for language to reach. 

And I have seen Thoughts in the Valley — 
Ah, me ! how my spirit was stirred ! 

And they wear holy veils on their faces, 
Their footsteps can scarcely he heard ; 

They pass through the Valley, like virgins 
Too pure for the touch of a word 1 

Do yon ask me the place of the Valley, 
Ye hearts that are harrowed by Care ? 

It lieth afar, between mountains, 
And God and His angels are there ; 

And one is the dark mount of Sorrow, 
And one the bright mountain of Prayer. 

Bbv. Abbam J. Btah 
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THE FUTURE 

^HAT may we take into the vast Forever? 
That marble door 
Admits no fruit of all our long endeavor. 

No fame-wreathed crown we wore, 
No garnered lore. 
Oopyiifflit 1889, bj Hoofliton, MlfBfii A Clo. 
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The Future 



What oaa we hmt be jtmd the nakiiowii pcntal ? 

No gold, no gmini, 
Of all our toiling : in the life inunortal 

No hoarded wealth remains, 

Nor gildfy nor atains. 

Naked from out that far ahyu behind na 

We entered here : 
No word eame with our eommg, to remind na 

What wondrooa world raa near, 

No hope, no fear. 

Into the iilent, starleaa Night before Qa» 

Naked we glide : 
No hand has mi^ped the eonateHationa o'er wk 

No eomrade at oar aide, 

No ohart, no giiida. 

Yet f earleM toward that midnight, blaek and hollow, 

Our footsteps fare ; 
The beekoning of a Father's hand we follow — 

His love alone is there. 

No corse, no care. 

Edward Bowlahd Sill 
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CHRISTIANITT WILL SURVIVE 

CHRISTIANITY will snryive beeause of its 
natural trnth. Those who fancied they had 
done with it, those who had thrown it aside beeaose 
what was presented nnder its name was so unreoeiT* 
able, will ha^e to return to it again^ and to learn it 
better. The Latin nations — even the Southern Latin 
nations — ^will have to acquaint themselves with that 
fundamental document of Christianity* the Bibk, and 
to disoorer wherein it differs from ** a text of Hesiod.'' 
Neither will the old forms of Christiaa worship be ez« 
tingoished by the growth of a truer oonoeption of their 
essential contents. Those forms thrown out at dimly 
grasped truth, apffltoiiimate and provisional representa* 
tions of it, and which are now surrounded with such 
an atmosphere of tender and profound sentiment, will 
not disappear. They will survive as poetry. Above 
all, among the Catholie nations will this be the case. 
And, indeed, one must wonder at the fatuity of the 
Roman Gath^ie Churoh, that she should not herself 
see what a future there is for her here. Will there 
never arise among Catholics some great sonl, to per- 
ceive that the eternity and universality, which is vainly 
claimed for Catholic dogma and the ultramontane 
system, might really be possible for Catholic worship ? 
But to rule over the moment and the orednlous has 
more attraction than to work for the future and the 

Matthew Arnold 
Essays 
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THE CHAMBERED NAUTILUS 

THIS u the ship of pearl, wluch, poets f eign, 
SaiIb the unshadowed main, — 
The yentnrons bark that flings 
On the sweet snmmer wind its purpled wings 
In gnlfs enchanted, where the siren sings, 

And coral reefs lie bare, 
Where the eold sear-maids rise to snn their streaming 
hair. 

Its webs of living game no more anfnrl ; 

Wrecked is the ship of pearl I 

And every chambered cell, 
Where its dim, dreaming life was wont to dwell. 
As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell. 

Before thee lies revealed. 
Its irised ceiling rent, its sunless crypt uisealed 1 

Year after year beheld the silent toil 

That spread his lustrous coil ; 

Still, as the spiral grew. 
He left the past yearns dwelling for the new, 
Stole with soft step its shining archway through, 

Built up its idle door, 
Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the old no 



CopTTighl 1896, bj Hoagbton, MUBIn A Oo. 
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Under the Leaves 

Thanks for the heaTenly message brought by thee. 
Child of the wandeiing sea. 
Cast from her lap forlorn ! 
From thy dead lips a clearer note is bom 
Than ever Triton blew from wreathed horn ! 

While on mine ear it rings, 
Through the deep caves of thought I hear the Toice 
that sings : 

Bnild thee more stately mansions, O my soul, 
As the swift seasons roll ! 
Leaye thy low-Tanlted past ! 
Let each new temple, nobler than the last, 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast, 

Till thou at length art free. 
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life's unresting sea I 
OuviEB Wehdbix Holkb» 



UNDER THE LEAVES 

OFT have I walked these woodland paths 
Li sadness, not foreknowing 
That underneath the withered leaves 
The flowers of Spring were growing. 

To-day the winds have swept away 
Those wrecks of Autumn splendor. 

And here the sweet Arbutus flowers 
Are springing, fresh and tender. 
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On His Blindness 

O pKopi«t flow«n i with lips of Uoom 

SorpMsing in thieir beantj 
Tbe pearly tints of ooeuMhells— 

Ye teadi me faith and dntj. 

« Walk life's dark wajs/* ye seem to say, 

^ In loye and hopoi foreknowing 
miat where man sees but withered leaves 

God sees the sweet flowers growing ! " 

AissRT Laiohtok. 



ON HIS BLUmNESS 

WHEN I consider how my light is spent 
Ere half my days, in this dark world and 
wide, 
And that one talent which is death to hide 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest he returning chide-^ 
** Doth God exact day-labor, light denied ? " 
I fondly ask ; but patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies : « Grod doth not need 
Either man's work, or his own gifts ; who best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best ; his state 
Is kingly ; thousands at his bidding speedy 
And post o'er land and ocean without rest ; 
They also serve who only stand and wait." 

JoEOff Milton 
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NIGHT AND DEATH 
iy yr YST£RIOUS Night! when ma flnfc pttenl 

Thee hy leport divine, and heard thy nune^ 

Did he not tremhle for this lovely frame 

This glorious canopy of light and hhie ? 

Tet, 'neath a curtain of translucent dew» 

Bathed in the rays of the great setting flame, 

Hesi>erus with the host of heaven eame, 

And lo ! creation widened on man's view. 

Who could have thought such darkness lay concealed 

Within thy beams, O Sun ! or who could find, 

Whilst flow'r and leaf, and insect stood revealed, 

That to such countless orbs thou mad'st us blind I 

Why do we, then, shun Death with anxious strife ? — 

If Light can thus deceive, wherefore not Life ? 

Joseph Blanco Whitb 



DOUBT ITSELF IS A DECISION 

IF this really be a moral universe; if by my acts I be 
a factor of its destinies; if to believe where I 
may doubt be itself a moral act analogous to voting 
for a side not yet sure to win, — ^by what right shall 
they close in upon me and steadily negate the deepest 
conceivable function of my being by their preposterous 
command that I shall stir neither hand nor foot, but 
remain balancing myself in eternal and insoluble 
Copyright 1896, by William JamM 
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Doubt Itself is a Decision 

doubt ? Why, doubt itself u a deoiBioii of the widest 
piaetioal leaoh, if onl j because we may miss by doubt- 
ing what goods we might be gaining by espousing the 
winning side. But more than that 1 it is often pzao- 
tioally impossible to distinguish doubt from dogmatic 
negation. If I refuse to stop a murder because I am 
in doubt whether it be not justifiable homicide, I am 
virtually abetting the crime. If I refuse to bale out a 
boat because I am in doubt whether my efforts will 
keep her afloat, I am really helping to sink her. If in 
the mountain precipice I doubt my right to risk a leap, 
I aoUyely conniye at my destruction. He who com- 
mands himself not to be credulous of God, of duty, of 
freedom, of immortality, may again and again be in- 
distinguishable from him who dogmatically denies 
them. Soepticiun in moral matters is an active ally 
of immorality. Who is not for is against. The uni- 
verse will have no neutrals in these questions. In 
theory as in practice, dodge or hedge, or ta]k.as we like 
about a wise scepticism, we are really doing volunteer 
military service for one side or the other. 

WnxiAX Jambs 
The Wai to B$Uev€ 
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THE ANCIENT FAITH 

TBUE, th6 hanh founders of thy church reyilcd 
That ancient faith, the trost of Erin's child ; 
Must thou he raking in the orumhled past 
For racks and fagots in her teeth to cast ? 
See from the ashes of Helvetia's pile 
The whitened sknll of old Serretos smile I 

Bound her young heart thy «< Roman Upas " threw 
Its firm, deep flhers, strengthening as she grew ; 
Thy sneering voice may call them « Popish tricks," 
Her Latin prayers, her dangling crucifix, 
But De Prqfundii hlessed her father's grave, 
That « idol " cross her dying mother gave I 
What if some angel looks with equal eyes 
On her and thee, the simple and the wise. 

Writes each dark fitult against thy hrigfater creed, 
And drops a tear with every foolish head I 
Grieve, as thou must, o'er history's reeking page ; 
Blush for the wrongs that stain thy happier age ; 
Strive with the wanderer from the better path. 
Bearing thy message meekly, not in wrath ; 
Weep for the frail that err, the weak that fiJl, 
Have thine own faith, — ^but hope and pray for all I 
OuvEB Wkndell Holmes 
A Rhf/med Leuan 

OogjUgtA I8OB1 b7 Hoogliton, MUBIn A Go. 
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THE PRESENT 

WE live not in our moments or oor yean — 
The Present we fling from ns like the lind 
Of some sweet Fntnre, which we after find 
Bitter to taste, or bind that in with fears, 
And water it beforehand with onr tears — 
Vain tears for that which never may arrive : 
Meanwhile the joy whereby we onght to live, 
Neglected or unheeded, disappears. 
Wiser it were to welcome and malro onrs 
Whate'er of good, thongh small, the present brings — 
Kind greetings, snnshine, songs of birds, and flowers. 
With a child's pnre delight in little things ; 

And of the griefs unborn to rest secure. 
Knowing that mercy ever will endure. 

BiCHABD CheNEYIX TRSKCH 



THE FISHER'S BOY 

MY life is like a stroll upon the beach 
As near the water's edge as I can go ; 
My tardy steps sometimes its waves o'erreach. 
Sometimes I stay to let them overflow. 

My sole employment is and scrupulous care, 
To place my gains beyond the reach of tides ; 

Each smoother pebble and each shell more rare. 
Which ocean kindly to my hand confides. 
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Man 

I hftre bat few oompanions on tlie Bhore, 
The J soom the strand who sail npen the sea ; 

Yet oft I think the ocean theyVe sailed o'er 
Is deeper known npon the strand to me. 

The middle sea oontains no erimson dnlse, 
Its deeper waves oast up no pearls to view ; 

Along the shore mj hand is on its pnlse, 

And I converse with many a shipwrecked crew. 
Henby David Thoreau 



MAN 

MAN is all symmetry — 
Foil of proportions, one limb to another. 
And all to all the world besides. 
Each part may call the &rthest brother; 
For head with foot hath private amity. 
And both with moons and tides. 

Nothing hath got so hat 
But man hath caught and kept it as his prey. 

His eyes dismount the highest star; 

He is in little all the sphere. 
Herbs gladly heal our flesh, because that they 

Find their acquaintance there. 
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Man 

For QB the winds do blow. 
The earth doth iest» heaTen moYOi aiid lousteine flow. 

Nothing we see but means our good. 

As our delight, or as our treasure; 
The whole is either our cupboard of food 

Or cabinet of pleasuz«. 

Hie stars have us to bed— 
Night draws the onrtain, wiiioh the sun withdraws. 

Music and light attend our head; 

All things unto our flesh are kind 
In their descent and being — to our mind 

In their ascent and cause. 

More servants wait on man 
Than hell take notice of. In every path 

He treads down thai which doth befriend him 

When sickness makes him pale and wan. 
O mighty level Man is one world, and hath 

Another to attend him. 

Since then, my God, thou hast 
So brave a palace built, oh dwell in it. 

That it may dwell with thee at last 1 

Till then afford us so much wit 
That, as the world serves us, we may serve thee, 

And both thy servants be. 

Geobok Hebbsbt 
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O LORD ! THAT SEEST FROM YON STARRY 
HEIGHT 

OLORD ! that seest from yon staixy height 
Centered in one the future and the past. 
Fashioned in thine own image, see how fast 
The world obscures in me what once was bright ! 
Eternal Sun I the warmth which thou hast gi^eii 
To cheer life's flowery April fast decays ; 
Yet in the hoary winter of my days 
Forever green shall be my trust in HeaTen. 
Celestial King I O, let thy presence pass 
Before my spirit, and an image fair 
Shall meet that look of meioy from «ii higfa, 
As the leOsetad iasags in a glass 
Doth meet the look «f him who seeis it tiCN^ 
And owes its beng to the gaaer^s eys. 

Francisco ds Aldaka 
Tmrmlahd h$ JSKmry W. Lansfdlaw 



TO A WATERFOWL 

WHITHER, midst falling dew, 
While flow the hmiweam with the last steps 
ddi^ 
Far, through their rosy depthsy doat thoa pnrsne 
Thysolitsiywi^? 
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To a Waterfowl 

Vainly the fowler's eye 
Migbt mark thy distant flight to do thee wTong, 
AS| darkly painted on the crimson sky, 

Thy figure floats along. 

Seek'st thou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake, or marge of riyer wide, 
Or where the rooking billows rise and sink 

On the ehaf ed ocean side ? 

There is a power whose eare 
Teaehss thy way along the pathless ooastr^ 
The desert and illimitable air,— 

Lone wandering, bat not lost. 

All day thy wings have fanned, 
At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere, 
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land, 

Though the dark night is i 



And soon that toil shall end ; 
Soon shalt thon find thy summer home, and rest, 
And scream among thy fellows ; reeds shall bend. 

Soon, o*er thy sheltered nest. 

Thou'rt gone, the abyss of heaTsn 
Hath swallowed up thy form ; yet, on my heart 
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given. 

And shall not soon depart. 
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Through Peace to Light 

He who, from zone to 20110, 
Guides through the boundlesa sky thy eertain flight, 
In the long way that I must tread alone, 

Will lead my steps aright. 

William Cullen Brtamt 



THROUGH PEACE TO LIGHT 

I DO not ask, O Lord, that life may he 
A pleasant road ; 
I do not ask that Thou wonldst take from me 
Aught of its load ; 

I do not ask that flowers should always spring 

Beneath my feet ; 
I know too well the poison and the sting 

Of things too sweet. 

For one thing only. Lord, dear Lord, I plead, 

Lead me aright — 
Though strength should falter, and though heart should 
hleed— 

Through Peace to li^t. 

I do not ask, O Lord, that Thou shouldst shed 

Full radiance here ; 
Giye buta ray of peace, that I may tread 

Without a fear. 
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The Mastjer's Touch 



I do not aak mj eiOM to i 

MyvsyloMe; 
Better in darkneM just to ImI lliyHAnd 

And follow Thee. 

Joj is like restless day ; but peace diTine 

lake quiet night : 
Lead me, O Lord, — ^till perfect Day shall shine, 

Through Peace to Light. 

Adblaids AsrwB Fkocteb 



THE MASTER'S TOUCH 

IN the sdll air the mnsie Ues nnheaxd ( 
In the rough marble beauty lies unseen ; 
To wake the music and the beauty needs 
The master's touch, tiie sculptor's chisel keen. 

Great Master, touch us with Thy skillful hand. 
Let not the music that is in us die ; 

Great Sculptor, hew and polish us ; nor let. 
Hidden and lost, thy form within us lie. 

Spare not the stroke; do with us as Thou wilt ; 

Let tiiere be naught unfinish'd, broken, marr'd ; 
Complete Thy purpose, that we may become 

Thy perfect image, O our Grod and Lord. 

HORAIXUB BOKAR 
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MY GOD, I LOVE THEE 

MY God, I love Thee I not beowue 
I hope for heayen thereby ; 
Nor because those who love Thee not 
Must bum etemallj. 

Thou, O my Jesns, Thou didst me 

Upon the cross embrace I 
For me didst bear the nails and spear, 

And manifold disgraoe. 

And gri^ and torments nnmberlesi^ 

And sweat of agony. 
Yes, deatii itself — and all for one 

Tbst was Thine enemy. 

Then why, O blessed Jesus Christ, 

Should I not love Thee well ? 
Not for the hope of winning heaven^ 

Nor of escapiag hell ! 

Not with the hope of gaining aught, 

Not seeking a reward ; 
But as Thyself hath loved me, 

O eyer-loying Lord ! 

E'en so I love Thee, and will love, 

And in Thy praise will sing-— 
Solely because Thou art my Grod, 
And my eternal King. 

St. Fbajvcis Xavibr 
Trmutated hy Edward CanaaU 
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«<H£ GIVETH HIS B£LOV£D SLEEP'' 

OF all the thought! of God that aie 
Borne inward unto souli afiv. 
Along the Psalmist's music deep, 
Now tell me if that any is 
FofT gift or grace smrpassing this — 
«< He gireth his beloved sleep." 

What woold we give to onr belored ? 
The hero's heart, to be immoTed — 

The poet's star^tuned harp to sweep— 
The senate's shoot to patriot's vows — 
The monareh's crown, to light the brows ? 

«He giveth his beloyed sleep." 

O earth so full of dreary noises 1 
O men with wailing in your yoioes I 

O delyed gold the wailera' heap 1 
O strife, O onrse, that o'er it faU 1 
Gk>d makes a silence through you all, 

«« And giToth his beloTed sleep." 

His dew drops mntely on the hill ; 
His elond above it saileth still, 

Thongh on its slope men toil and reap. 
More softly than the dew is shed, 
Or elond is floated overhead, 

** He giveth his beloved sleep." 

EUZABBTH BaBBBTT BBOWNINa 
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THE INDWELLING SPIRIT 

GOD is never 80 far off 
As eyen to be near. 
He is within, our spirit is 
The home he holds most dear. 

To think of him as by our side, 

Is almost as untrue 
As to remoye his throne beyond 

Those skies of starry blue. 

So all the while I thought myself 

Homeless, forlorn and weary. 
Missing my joy, I walked the earth 

Myself God's sanotnazy. 

Frkdebick William Fabbb 



PRATER 

PRAYER is the soul's sincere desire, 
Uttered or unexpressed — 
The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast 

Prayer is the burthen of a sigh. 

The falling of a tear — 
The upward glancing of an eye. 

When none but Grod is near. 

James Moktgomert 
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NATURE 

AS a fond motber, when the day is o'er. 
Leads by tbe hand her little child to bed. 
Half-willing, half-relootant to be led« 
And leave his broken playthings on the floor. 
Still gazing at them throngh the open door. 
Nor wholly reassured and oomf orted 
By promises of others in their stead, 
Whieh thongh meve splendid nay not please him 



So Nature deals with ns, and takes away 

Onr playtlungs one by one, and by the hand 

Leads us to rest so gently, that we go 
Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay, 

Being too full of sleep to nnderstand 

How far the miknown transoends the what we know. 

HeNRT WaDBWOBTH LONOIXLLOW 
Oopyrif hit 1888, bj Hooglitoin, VUBiii A Co. 



THE PROBLEM 

NOT from a rain or shallow thonght 
His awful Jove young Phidias brought ; 
Never from lips of cunning fell 
The thrilling Delphic oracle ; 
Out from the heart of Nature rolled 
The burdens of the Bible old ; 
The litanies of nature came, 
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The Problem 

Like the Toleano's tongue of flsme, 
Up from the burning core below^-* 
The canticles of lore and woe : 
The hand ihafc roonded Peter'e dome, 
And groined the aisles of Christian Borne, 
Wrought in a sad nneerity ; 
Himself from God he could not free ; 
He bnilded better than he knew ; — 
The conscious stone to beaniy grew. 

Know'tt thou what wove jron woodbird's nest 

Of leaves, and feathers from her breast ? 

Or how the fish oatbnilt her shell, 

Painting with mom each annual cell ? 

Or how the sacred pine-tree adds 

To her old leaves new myriads ? 

Such and so grew these holy piles. 

Whilst lore and terror laid the tiles. 

Earth proudly wears the Parthenon, 

As the best gem upon her zone ; 

And morning opes with haste her lids 

To gaze npon the pyramids ; 

O'er England's abbeys bends the sky. 

As on its fri^ids, with kindred eye ; 

For out of thought's interior sphere 

These wonders rose to upper air ; 

And nature gladly gave them place, 

Adopted them into her race, 

And granted them an equal date 

With Andes and with Ararat. 
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The Overflowing Cup 

TliMe temples giew m grows the gnus — 

Art might obey^ bnt not surpass. 

Hie psssiye Master lent his hand 

To the yast sonl that o'er him planned ; 

And the same power that reared the shrine 

Bestrode the tribes that knelt within* 

ETer the fleiy Penteeost 

Girds with one flame the eonntless host, 

Tranees the heart through chanting ehoizs, 

And through the priest the mind inspires. 

Balpb Waldo Embbsoh 



THE OVERFLOWING CUP 

INTO the eiystal ehalioe of the sonl 
Is falling, drop by drop, Life's blending mead. 

The pleasant waters of onr childhood speed 
And enter first ; and Loye ponrs in its whole 
Deep flood of tenderness and gall. There loU 

The drops of sweet and bitter that proceed 

From wedded trostfolness, and hearts that bleed 
For children that outrun us to the goal. 
And later come the calmer joys of age — 

The restful streams of quietude that flow 
Around their fading Utcs, whose heritage 

Is whitened locks and voice serene and low. 
These added blessings round the yessel up — 
Death is the orezflowing of the cup. 

AlTDBEW BiGR SaXTON 
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THE WAYSIDE CROSS 

WAS it to my spirit's gain or loss, 
One bright and balmy morning, as I went 
From liege's lovely enrirons to Ghent, 
If hard by the wayside I f onnd a cross, 
That made me breathe a prayer npon the spot- 
While Nature of herself, as if to trace 
The emblem's use, had trailed around its base 
The bine significant Forget-Me-Not ? 
Methonght, the claims of charily to urge 
More forcibly along with Faith and Hope, 
The pions choice had piteh'd npon the verge 

Of a delicions slope, 
Giving the eye mnch variegated scope ! — 
« Look round," it whisper'd, « on that prospect rave, 
Those vales so verdant and those hills so bine ; 
Enjoy the snnny world, so fresh and fair. 
But" — (how the simple legend pierc'd me thro' 1) 

** Pbibz poub lbs malheubbuz." 

Thomas Hood 
Ode to Roe WUsoth Eiqidre 
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THE ETERNAL GOODNESS 

O FRIENDS I with whom my feet hate tfod 
The quiet aisles of pxajrer, 
Glad witness to your zeal for Grod 
And lore of man I bear. 

I traae you lines of argunent ; 

Your logio linked and atroqg 
I weigh as one who dreads dissent. 

And fears a donbt as wrong. 

But still mj hnman hands are wealc 

To hold your iron creeds ; 
Against the words ye bid me speak 

My heart within me pleads. 

Who fttiioHM the Eternal Though* ? 

Who talks of adieme and plan r 
The Lord is God I Heneedethnofc 

TIm poor detiee oil 



I walk with baxe» hnshed feet the ground 
Ye treikl with boldness shod ; 

I daze not fix with mete and bound 
The loTo and power of God. 

Ye praise His justice ; even snoh 

His pitying love I deem : 
Ye seek a king ; I fain wonld tonoh 

The robe that hath no seam. 
Oopyrifht 180ft, bj Houglitoii, mfflia A Oo. 
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The Eternal Goodness 

Y« 866 the 6iin6 that ovsrlnoodi 
A world of pain and Ioib ; 

I hear our Lord's beatitndaa 
And prayar upon the cfosa. 



I 866 the wrong that round me liesy 

I feel the goilt within ; 
I hear, with groan and travail-cneSy 

The world eonf ess its rin. 



Yety in the maddening maae of thingB» 
And tossed hy storm and flood. 

To one fixed trust my spirit dinga ; 
I know that God is good I 



And so beside the SUeiit Sea 

I wait the muffled oar ; 
No harm from Him can coma to ma 

On oeean or on shore. 

I know not where His islands lilt 
Their fronded palms in air ; 

I only know I eannot drift 
Beyond His love and care. 

O brothers 1 if my &ith is vain. 
If hopes like these betray, 

Pray for me that my feet may gain 
The sora and safer way. 
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Crossing the Bar 

And TI10119 O Lord ! by whom are seen 

Thy ezeatores as they he, 
Fargiye me if too cloee I lean 

My hmnaa heart on Thee I 

John Gbeenlbaf Whittibb 



CB0SSIN6 THE BAB 

SUNSET and eTening star, 
And one clear call for me I 
And may there be no moaning of the bar. 
When I pnt oat to sea, 

But soch a tide as moTing seems asleep, 

Too full for sound and foam, 
When that which drew from out the bonndless deep 

Tnms again home. 

Twilight and evening bell, 

And after that the dark I 
And may there be no sadness of farewell, 

When I embark ; 

For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Flaee 

The flood may bear me far, 
I hope to see my Pilot face to face 

When I have cross'd the bar. 

Alfred, Loud Tbnhtbon 

212 



ALL'S WELL 

PROPHETIC Hope» thy fine diaooime 
Foretold nothelf life's good tome ; 
Thy painter, Faney, hath not f oroe 
To show how sweet it is to he I 
Thy witching dream 
And piotnred seheme 
To match the fact still want the power ; 
Thy promise hzaTO 
Fromhirth to grave 
Life's bloom may beggar in an honr. 

Ask and reoeiye, — 'tis sweetly said ; 
Yet what to plead for I know not ; 
For wish is worsted, Hope o'ersped. 
And aye to thanks returns my thooght. 

If I wonld pray, 

I've non^t to say 
Bat this, that God may be God stillt 

For Him to liye 

Is still to giye, 
And sweeter than my wish his wilL 

O wealth of life beyond all bomid I 
Eternity each moment given I 
Gopyriglit 1887, hjheeA Slitpwd 
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All's Well 

Whftt plummet may the Fretent •ound ? 
Who promises tk/kOiMre heayen ? 

Or gladf or grieTed, 

Op preMo d, relioTed, 
In blaokest nigbt, or brightest day, 

8tai po«n tbe iood 

Of golden good. 
And more than heartfoll ilBs me i^e. 

My wealth is oommon ; I pomocss 

No petty proyinoe, bat the whole ; 
Whsit% minealoBe is mine isr le« 
Than treasure shared by eivwy •soaL 

Talk not of store, 

fiftiffioBS or more-— 
Of yalnes which the purse may hold, — 

But this divine I 

I own the mine 
Whose grains outweigh a planef s gold. 

I have a stake in every star, 

In every beam that fills the day ; 
All hearts of men my ooiferB'are, 
My ores arterial tides ooovey ; 

The fields, the skiesi 

The sweet replies 
Of thought to thought are my gold-dust,- 

The oaks, the brooks. 

And speaking looks 
Of lovers' faith and friendship's trust 
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All's Weil 

Life's jonngest tides joj-briimniiig flow 

For him who liyes above all yeaxSy 
Who all-immortal makes the Now, 
And is not ta'en in Time's arrears, 

His life's a hymn 

The seraphim 
Might hark to hear or help to sing, 

And to his soul 

The boundless whole 
Its beauty all doth daily bring. 

«< All mine is thine," the sl^-eool saith ; 

** The wealth I am must thou become ; 
Bioher and rioher, breath by breath, — 
Immortal gain, immortal room ! '' 
And since all His 
Mine also is, 
Life's gift outruns my fancy far, 
And drowns the dream 
In larger stream. 
As morning drinks the morning star. 

David Atwood Wasson 
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